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	1. Chapter 1

**Ashes to Ashes: **_**Well, as promised (And in some ways forced) , here is a sequel to The Legend of Roland. If you haven't read LoR, yet, I would highly encourage you to do so before starting this. s/9852979/1/The-Safety-of-the-Dark This book is going to be coming out a lot slower than my last one, but I hope to have it done before next semester.**_

_**Avatar the Legend of Korra and the Halo universe are copyrighted by their owners. I own nothing except the idea to put them together…**_

**Chapter One – September 2552 **

**Former UNSC Cruiser Iliad **

"Cap'n, got at least three dozen Covie ships coming out of slipspace." A young helmsmen spoke to his captain with concern. Their raiding party of fifteen frigates and one cruiser would be no match against Covenant Carriers and Cruisers.

The Captain monitored his display with concern. "Have they noticed us?" He asked.

A fair looking woman spoke from his left. Jordan Kyles manned the electronics for the bridge. "They have us pinged sir. Two Cruisers are breaking off and headed this way." She tapped on her counsel furiously. "Plasma lines are charging Captain…" She gulped with concern.

Captain wasn't a good term for Ethan Streks. He was a middle aged man with a greying hairline. Never married due to his life style and the man was not a member of the UNSC, but instead was an Insurrectionist. His fleet had been preparing to raid the UNSC facilities on Coral, and ten minutes later, they would have been in a full assault. Now Streks watched as plasma lit up the darkness of space, completely obliterating the trio of UNSC ships on station.

Streks pirate like life style told him that this wasn't his fight at all. Let the sharks have their prey, he could come back later for the remains. "Helmsman, prepare a slipspace jump to get us out of here and have the fleet follow."

The young man turned to face his leader. "Sir, the A.I. is off line for maintenance. We could all be killed!"

"Did I ask for your backtalk?" Streks hissed. "Punch in the numbers and get us out of here or we're all fried."

"Something fired!" Jordan cried. Her terminal flickered, but nothing seemed to happen. Suddenly, it picked up incoming plasma. "One, no two torpedoes inbound!"

"Anyday now!" The Captain shouted, pushing the odd electrical occurrence out of his mind.

The young helmsman closed his eyes as he punched the random vector into the slipspace drive. He cracked his eyes and saw the fierce plasma starting to fill the view screen as his stomach lurched into his throat from the acceleration. He screwed his eyes shut and held them for several moments.

"Good. Now hopefully they won't follow us." Streks relaxed back in his chair. His ships had the firepower and manpower of a UNSC assault group, but he had no glory to earn by fighting the Covenant. "Kyles, wake me when we are preparing for reentry." Streks said as he stood.

"Yes sir." She nodded.

The Captain left the bridge and wandered through his vessel. He kept the ships clean and almost too military regulation, but that was for discipline more than anything else. Rabble didn't fight well. As he entered his cabin, his first mate awaited him in full battle gear.

"So, no run?" The burly bald man asked.

Streks shook his head. "Too many Covenant, Carr. We'll stay low for a bit, then go back and check it out."

The man nodded. "Want me to take the bridge?"

Streks stretched and nodded as Carr turned to leave. "Wait, one thing. Any news about those thirty helljumpers? They willing to fight for us yet?"

Carr shook his head. "We have tried everything, but they are to set in their ways."

"We may be finished with them soon then." Streks sat down as his desk and removed a bottle of Vodka from the bottom drawer.

"We also had a man stealing rations." Carr added.

Streks raised his eyebrow in question. "One of our own?"

"Yeah, one of the newer guys."

"Flush him. Make him an example to the others." He took a swig from the bottle. "Have those Shock Troopers watch to. Maybe that'll help lighten their mood." Streks ran a dictatorship aboard his ships. Each Captain was hand selected and reported only to him. The slightest hint of disloyalty and entire parts of the crew might be eliminated. Not a pleasant sight, but it was how things worked.

Carr nodded and left the room, leaving Streks to his thoughts. In the hold of his ship, he held thirty ODST shock troopers. These men had been his prisoners for nearly a week now. They had assaulted his ship with nearly twenty more, but his men and the electric defenses dropped them. The others had been killed or left for dead, but these thirty could be of great use, if he could just get them to realize the UNSC was the bad guy here. Finally, he dozed in his chair dreaming of how great it would be to rule a world of his very own instead of relying on the scraps of others.

**Avatar World **

Roland's eyes cracked open underneath the dozens of blankets to see the pale whiteness of the inside of an igloo. He shivered slightly and wrapped himself tighter, quietly cursing the cold and the woman who dragged him here. If the Spartan III had one thing he despised, it was cold, and the South Pole had plenty of it.

Now mind you, Roland had been here once before, but there had been more pressing matters on his mind, such as Korra's lack of bending, her suicidal behavior, and a jealous guard that had occupied his thoughts, now all he could do was shiver.

"Are you awake yet?" Korra asked from the other side of the room.

The Spartan flopped around a bit until he could manage to roll over and look the other way. Through the crack in the blankets, he observed that she was already dressed and ready to head outside. He could also see the layer of ice forming over his armor in the corner. "You do realize it is somewhere around negative twenty, don't you?" Roland voice sounded muffled through the covers.

Korra could only laugh at his pathetic state. "What's a matter?" She teased. "Big bad Spartan scared of the cold?"

Roland didn't even twitch. "I don't care if it is the Glacier Spirits Festival or if we are getting married in two days, it is bloody cold and I am warm in here."

"Common…" Korra whined, "this is the last day we can go have fun before the craziness of our wedding." Roland just laid there looking at her. "If you don't get up, I'm going to take the blankets off you."

Roland shrugged. "Or you could just heat the room a bit. Anywhere above freezing would be preferable."

Korra smirked and took a bending stance. "Last chance."

Roland released the blankets slightly. Korra was only about three feet away so, he lunged for her.

"Roland!" Korra shrieked as the Spartan landed on her and wrapped her up in the blankets with himself. "It is time to go." She laughed, wrapping her arms around him.

"Hmmpf." Roland glanced at his armor again. "Could you at least warm up my suit?"

Korra looked at the ice layer atop the armored plates. "You don't need to wear that. I have some Water Tribe skins that will be warmer." She jumped up and grabbed the clothes from a box near the entrance.

Roland finally shrugged off the blankets and stood up in the freezing air. "Fine."

"Hurry up, or I am leaving you." Korra reminded him.

Roland leaned over to kiss her. "Nah, I'd have to go find someone else then." He said with a grin.

"Yeah right…" Korra coughed. "No one else would come near you."

Roland stood up. "With this body and my charming smile?" He chuckled as he finished getting dressed. "I'd have them lining up at the door."

"Uh huh… the exit door." Korra rolled her eyes. "Ready yet?"

"Yeah…" Roland stretched and slid on his boots. "So what are we doing exactly?

Korra grabbed his hand and pulled him out the door. The entire festival was below them, stretching across the entire village. The smell of different foods wafted through the freezing air. Different games and events were everywhere and Korra looked like a six year old. "We are going to have fun." She smiled as she took off down the slope.

"Yeah… fun freezing our extremities off." Roland muttered as he took off after her.

**Former UNSC Cruiser Iliad**

"Captain, we have entered real space." Officer Kyles said from the hatch.

Streks straightened up at his desk. "Thank you. Any nearby planets?"

Kyles tapped away at her tablet. "Yes sir, there is as small system with three planets only a few thousand kilometers away."

Streks raised his eyebrow in question. "Habitable?"

Another moment of tapping. "It seems the second planet has earth like atmosphere. We will need to get closer for more scans."

Streks nodded. "Very well, set your course for this planet. Any sign of it on the charts?"

"No sir, we are outside of all known space."

"Perfect. Signal the other ships, we may have found a haven."

Kyles nodded and walked back to the bridge. Streks on the other hand stood and walked towards the hold of the ship. He passed several of his armed men before entering a small bay that had been repurposed as a prison hold. "Look lively lads, got our captor here for another visit." A large ODST sat looking out of the bars. He was stripped to his undersuit along with all of the others, but still held a very intimidating look with his rippling muscles.

Sneers came from the cage of "Get away innie boy" and "Go screw someone else." But Streks chose to ignore it. "I offer once more the ability to join my crew." He said loudly. "You will simply be split apart across the fleet and treated as individuals. You will be allowed to live and fight alongside the crew and earn a keep for yourselves. All you have to do is renounce your loyalty to the UNSC and agree to serve with us."

The roar coming back from the ODST's was deafening, but not surprising. Someone however shouted a simply command of "AT EASE!" And the noise halted instantly.

One of the men walked forward until Streks could get a good look at him. The man seemed to be in his early thirties. Fit, but not like some of the others and was only about six foot two or so. Not the most physically imposing of the group, but Streks didn't know who he was. His shirt was removed, and his eye caught on the rectangular tattoo on his right arm. The colors were a simple red, white and blue and seemed familiar, but Streks pushed the thought aside. "What can I do for you?" He asked.

The man cleared his throat. "I am Captain Wayne, of the UNSC. Platoon leader in Bravo Company 2nd Shock Trooper Battalion, and leader of these men." His voice had a subtle southern accent, but when he spoke, it command respect. "We have talked it over, and request you either kill us, or drop us on the nearest moon you can find, because we are never going to fight for you."

Streks shrugged. "Very well, you will be transferred to the Tampa and dumped out of their airlock so I can watch each of you turn into ice cubes." He looked across all of the faces he could see of these grizzled veterans. "Any last requests?"

A man next to the Captain spoke. "Our armor." This man had "_Feet First into Hell" _tattooed down his arm. "If I am doing one more jump, I want to be in my kit."

Streks thought for a moment. He knew their armor wasn't sealed, so what harm could it cause. "Very well, you may have your armor returned."

With that, Streks left the room to arrange for the transfer. The man who last spoke grinned wildly and looked at his Captain. "We might just do this, sir."

Captain Wayne nodded. "Let's not get ahead of ourselves, Sergeant, but yes, we might." Wayne looked around for his senior enlisted man. "Grylls, get over here, and bring Wells." He hissed loudly.

The two ODST's worked their way towards the Captain. Gunnery Sergeant Grylls was a season veteran of fighting both the Covenant and the Insurrectionists and was a more than capable leader in combat. Sergeant Wells on the other hand was still pretty green. She had a few drops under her belt, be Wayne still wasn't sure how she would perform as a leader. However, she had some experience with electronics which could be invaluable.

Wayne looked at the two NCO's. "Wells, you need to talk to everyone. Find out if anyone else has any skills involving conning a ship. We'll need someone to take over. Grylls, you get our best marksmen. As soon as we start to fight back, find them weapons and roll through. Give me five of them and take the rest to secure the engine room. Once we take the helm, we'll get the hell out of here."

"Talk about a break, huh sir?" Grylls chuckled. "Sending us to one of the frigates instead. Gonna be a good day."

"It should be." Wayne smiled. "Hope you both ate your Wheaties, cause we're getting the heck off this ship."

_**Well, I know it was short, but I hope you like the first chapter. I'd like to thank everyone for the reviews on The Legend of Roland and The Safety of the Dark. Y'all are the reason I'm writing this. For the ones who have been with me for awhile, I'd love to hear any ideas you have for this next book. Like I said in the header, this s not going to be updated nearly as much as my first one was. I hope to update once a week or so, but I can't even promise that. Please review and let me know what you think! **_


	2. Chapter 2

**This is still not my property. Halo is owned by Microsoft, Avatar is owned by Nickelodeon. All I own is a Jeep. **

**Chapter Two **

**Former UNSC Iliad**

"Alright, all of ya, on your feet." One of the insurrectionists hissed as he leveled his MA5B on the group of ODST's. "You so much as flinch, and I'll hose the lot of you."

One of the ODST's smirked. "Ah, common, you know we're bullet proof."

"I'd like to test that theory." The man spat as the door was opened. The thirty ODST's were moved through the corridors under armed guard towards the airlock. A few minutes before, Captain Wayne had felt the shudder vibrate through the deck of the Frigate _Tampa _as she docked with the _Iliad. _

"Sir, I have news!" A woman spoke to Captain Streks as the ODST's were ushered past him. Wayne heard a snippet of the conversation.

"What is it?" Streks asked, his eyes never leaving the Shock Troopers before him.

"The planet below is inhabited with humans! From everything I can see, they have technology from before the 20th century!"

Wayne strained to hear more, but he was already being forced out of earshot. A backup plan was quickly formulated in his mind and stored away for if it was needed. He felt the floor give slightly as he crossed the airlock and into the next ship. The men aboard seemed much harsher and looked at the ODST's as if they we're ready to massacre them.

The thirty troopers were ushered into a room and surrounded by armed guards as their armor has returned. It took a few minutes for all of the troopers to find their armor and put it on. Wayne caught the eye of Grylls and nodded slightly. It was almost time. The _Tampa _shuddered as it separated from the _Iliad _to come off her bow slightly as the ODST's were forced into a hanger bay. Streks was a man of theater, and he figured this would show his men exactly what happens when people don't accept his mercy. Unfortunately, it was about to be a stage in his downfall.

Wayne could tell that it was almost time to act. He noticed there were no guards in the hanger area and only five of his men were in there so far, so he acted quickly. He leaned forward to the man in front of him and whispered "Trust me." As he shoved the corporal out of line.

The young man had a look of confusion for a moment before he realized what he was supposed to do. "AGH!" The Corporal cried as he grasped his stomach as if he was sick.

"What's a matter with you?" One of the guards came up and kicked him to motivate him.

"My stomach!" The young man cried.

Grylls didn't miss a beat. "I'm a Corpsman!" He said gruffly as he stepped out of line and walked forward.

"Get back in line!" One of the guards shouted.

"No." Grylls knelt next to the corporal. "Where does it hurt?" He asked as if he knew what he was doing.

"Everywhere!" The corporal was playing it off terribly well for adlibbing.

The guards were getting restless. "Get em back in line." A guard said as he pressed his barrel into Grylls neck.

"No, I think he might have a whooping stomach disease. It could be contagious."

The guard took a step back and covered his mouth just before the Corporal coughed in his direction. "What can you do for him?" The guard seemed to be rethinking his location on the ship.

"Let me see that." Grylls pointed to a metal pipe. The guard actually reached for it and handed it to him in the hope that this "Corpsman" could do resolve the situation. Wayne looked around and noted that there were only about a dozen guards around the room and they all had their attention on Grylls and the Corporal.

"What are you going to use it for?" The guard asked cluelessly.

"I want something for him to squeeze. It helps with the pain." Grylls handed the foot long pipe to the corporal. "The medical term is a lateral cranial impact enhancer." At that time, the Shock Troopers tensed for a fight.

The guard nodded. "Yeah, I think I have heard of those." Grylls smirked as the corporal lunged up and smacked the steel pipe into the man's head, shattering the skull and causing his rifle to fall into the Gunny's hand.

"Hit 'em!" Wayne cried as he threw his shoulder into the nearest insurrectionist, knocking him to the ground. One of his men smashed his foot into the man's throat as gunfire started up behind them.

Grylls managed to drop two of the guards before they could react. Several of the Troopers managed to kill six more and recover their weapons as the other insurrectionists fled the room. "Alright, get your weapons and follow me!" Grylls shouted. Ten ODST's had grabbed MA5B's or pistols and stacked up at the door with him.

"I'll get the door." Wells said as she took a spot next to the console control. The two ODST's who had a general idea of flying stuck with her. Blood was already pooling from the dead and injured insurrectionists. Wayne figured there couldn't be more than a hundred on this ship. If all of his men could get to weapons, he really like the odds.

"Remember people. We push hard and fast. Grab weapons where you see them and let's get the hell out of here." Wayne nodded to Wells and the door sighed open.

Gunfire spewed in, but did nothing because everyone was out of the line of fire. As soon as there was a lull, Grylls slid around the corner firing. The other men followed and quickly overwhelmed the five insurrectionists outside the door with their immediate violence of action. The men were struck in the chest and head, collapsing where they knelt, half empty weapons scattered across the floor. Alarm klaxons blared and red lights flashed as Grylls and the others secured the section quickly. Several more troopers secured weapons and looked to Captain Wayne for orders.

"You know your stations." Grylls nodded and turned towards the engine room with his shooters. "Stay in touch." Wayne shouted after them as he engaged his helmets communication system.

"Ready, sir?" Wells asked as she stood by with her men. Nearly twenty ODST's looked to Wayne for orders. Only a few were armed, but these men were ready to follow him into oblivion.

The ODST looked to the bulkhead and saw the simply sign pointing to the bridge. "This way." He said simply as the troopers moved towards their next fight.

John followed the signs, usually leading with his M6D as he went around a corner. The pistol felt strange in his hand and he glanced longingly at the empty holster on his hip. It was designed for a much slimmer pistol, but it was by far his favorite. Back in the 21st century, his family had been in the firearms manufacturing business. The United States Marine Corps had placed a large order for M45 Close Quarter Battle Pistols that was based of the Colt 1911, and his great, great, great, great grandfather had been a young recruit then and in the years later amassed a collection of a dozen of them. They had been passed down from generation to generation, and now he owned two of them. The nearly five hundred year old pistols still served him greatly, but now he might have lost one.

The two guards outside of the bridge access way were killed without incident and Captain Wayne prepared to breach the room. A quick nod from the trooper across from him, and the door slid open. In a flash, the ODST's rushed into the room. Those with weapons shot every one of the insurrectionists inside as Wells and her two men moved to the control stations.

"Sir, the engines are ours already." Wells said as she looked over the control counsel.

"Good, Grylls got it done." Wayne looked out the viewscreen and saw the _Iliad_ just off their 11 o'clock. "Prepare to jump for Earth." His knuckles were white under his black gloves. The _Illiad _was turning their direction, likely preparing to blow them to pieces.

Wells typed furiously on her counsel. "Sir, this ship doesn't have the codes. I think they are all kept aboard the flag ship and sent to the fleet just before a jump."

Wayne racked his mind for a plan and quickly decided on the best course to take.

"Stand by for a, emergency landing on that planet." He said as he took a seat in the captain's chair.

"Sir?" Wells questioned him.

"We don't know where we are, or how to get out of here… There are a dozen or so vessels that are about to turn on us and fire, so I suggest we at least get somewhere we can fight."

Wells nodded. "Yes sir, preparing for emergency landing."

"Do we have any weapons online?" Wayne asked.

Wells turned to one of the other troopers who faced the Captain. "Sir, we have six Archer Rocket pods ready to fire." The troopers hand hovered over the ignition switch.

"Good, let em have it." Wayne smiled as the ship rumbled slightly. As explosions started to dot across the _Iliad's _shieldshe turned once more to Sgt. Wells.

"Emergency landing procedures initiated." She said calmly. We'll be groundside in T-minus three minutes."

"Excellent. Then we just have to go from there."

**Avatar World**

After several games and a few strange foods, Roland was getting tired of this place. All the noise, the crowds, it was way too easy for something to happen, and he didn't even have his armor. Still though, his M6C felt comforting, if not comfortable in the small of his back as Korra dragged him onward. Soon, they were near the docks, and Korra recognized her friends gathering as a large ship came into port.

As the two walked up, Korra's father Tonraq was muttering something about "The great chief of the Northern Water Tribe comes to grace us with his presence…" His tone was dripping with sarcasm.

His wife, Korra's mother held onto his arm. "Just relax Tonraq, he'll be gone soon enough." She reminded him.

Mako, Bolin, and Asami were also waiting to see the new ship into port. As the passengers disembarked, Korra recognized her cousins, Eska and Desna, the children of the chief of the Northern Water Tribe, her Uncle Unalaq.

The Water Tribe Chief approach the gaggle of individuals. "Good to see you again, Avatar Korra." Unalaq bowed deeply to the Avatar. His voice was deep and mellow, but seemed insidious in its own way. Roland's senses were on alert immediately.

Korra returned the bow "It is good to see you too."

Unalaq made eye contact with his brother. "Tonraq." He offered coldly.

Tonraq nodded his recognition. "Brother." His voice dripped with the ice he knew how to bend.

Unalaq looked around the festival solemnly. "It's a shame the Southerners have abandoned all connections to the spirits. Even during the most hallowed times."

Korra looked at him rather confused. "I've always loved the Glacier Spirits Festival. It's fun." She smiled as she saw Bolin attempting to eat an entire Artic Chicken.

"This festival used to be a solemn time of fasting and meditation." Unalaq looked at Bolin in disgust. "Now it's just a chance to watch some rube try to stick an entire arctic hen in his mouth."

Bolin stopped with half the chicken hanging out a mumbled. "Whtfh?" Before attempting to finish. "It is so good!" He exclaimed.

Tonraq shrugged. "Traditions change. It's not the end of the world." He reminded his brother.

Unalaq shook his head as a teacher would to a second grader who didn't understand an obvious problem. "Tell that to the sailors who are being attacked by angry spirits in southern waters. Some traditions have purpose."

Korra looked puzzled. "Spirits are attacking trading ships?" She asked.

"I'm surprised the Avatar doesn't know about that." Unalaq smirked "Apparently you haven't been given all of the information you need. It would be my honor to instruct you in the spiritual ways of the Water Tribe."

Korra thought for a moment before Tonraq interrupted. "The festival could have nothing to do with this. You know little of the dealing with the Spirits, anything could be troubling them."

Unalaq shook his head in disgust. "You, of all people try to lecture me about the Spirits? Even after what you have done?" Tonraq glanced down out of forced submission.

"Avatar, the Spirits are angry." Unalaq urged Korra. "You must find out how to calm them."

"Could it be something else?" Roland finally spoke. "Right, sorry, I'm Roland." He held out his hand to be ignored.

"Ah yes, the Avatar's mysterious lover." Korra bristled at the description. "Just what do you have to say about it?"

"Maybe it could be something bigger. I mean far bigger." Unalaq raised an eyebrow, but allowed the Spartan to continue. "What about worlds falling, millions of souls dying?"

"And how would you know any of this?" The chief huffed. "Rumor has it that you are not even a bender."

Roland shrugged. "I get that a lot." He glanced at one the chiefs children, but both of them had their mouth agape. "What?" He asked.

Unalaq glanced at his children. "What is the matter with you to?"

Roland realized they weren't looking at him, but past him. He turned and looking into the noonday sky to see a falling star approaching from the North.

"See!" Unalaq exclaimed. "The Spirits are angry!"

Roland shoved the man out of the way as he moved towards the hut he had stayed in. "No… those aren't Spirits."

**The Illiad**

"How the hell did they manage to take over one of my ships?" Captain Strecks slammed his fist into his counsel.

"Sir, our shield are nearly at ninety percent." Kyles said from her station "We can enter the atmosphere at any time."

"If any of that crew survived, I will shoot them myself." Strecks muttered. "Standby for battle stations. Prepare for a rough landing on a hostile planet. Prep all troops for disembark and defense. Carr, get ready for a prolonged operation here. If those troopers smash into the planet, they won't be leaving anytime soon."

"Yes sir." First Mate Carr smirked as he turned about. "Do you want your gear, sir?"

Strecks looked at the falling ship on the view screen in front of him and then back to his First Mate. "Indeed."

**Tampa, somewhere in the atmosphere **

Alarms blared throughout the deck as the ship neared the surface of the planet. "Sergeant, where will we land?" Captain Wayne shouted.

Wells looked over her shoulder. "I haven't done this before sir, I have no idea!"

"Great…" Wayne muttered under his breath. He glanced at the view screen before speaking into the helmet radio. "Helljumpers. Prepare for a hard landing in sixty seconds."

"OORAH!" A nearly unanimous shout echoed through the helmet system. The Helljumpers didn't care if the died on impact, they had escaped the insurrectionist grasp and given them a bloody nose in the process.

"Passing the equator now, sir." Wells shouted.

"Grylls, when we hit, link up at the starboard escape pod bay." Wayne passed to his senior NCO.

"Roger that sir, see you then." Grylls closed the link. He had his men holding whatever they could in the engine room. Some held onto support structures, other grasped the wall, but regardless, they all wanted to survive.

"Ten seconds, sir. Firing reverse thrusters." Wells depressed a button on her counsel.

Wayne saw snow start to show up on the view screen. "Five seconds."

The ODST Captain counted the remaining seconds in his head. The nose of the ship slammed into rock and ice before the rest of the ship slammed down to the deck. The entire ship skidded for several hundred meters before coming to rest on the edge of a glacier.

"Status?" Wayne barked into his helmet.

"Engine is good sir." Grylls replied. "We are already enroute to Aft Starboard escape pod bay."

"Roger, watch how you go." Wayne looked around the bridge.

"Bridge crew is good sir." Wells unclipped herself from her seat, ripped off her helmet, and vomited everywhere.

"Good thing it is just a rental." The Captain smiled "Saddle up gents, we need to move!"

**Well, I hoped you liked it. Sorry it took two weeks. Calculus two is kicking my butt. Read and Review and let me know what you think! **


	3. Chapter 3

**Sorry for the delay. Still not my ideas. Hope you enjoy this chapter! **

**Chapter 3 **

**Southern Water Tribe**

Roland sprinted towards the igloo as fast as he could manage. The cold air burned his throat and lungs as we forced his way through the snow, but his core temperature was already rising dramatically under the layers of clothing. A bead of sweat broke on his exposed forehead and quickly turned to ice before the Spartan could wipe it away. As he trudged up the hill, he stripped away his outer layers of clothing.

"Roland!" Korra slid across the snow after him. The sky that had earlier been bright and sunny was darkening as a storm approached. "What is going on?" Korra shouted.

Roland didn't even look back. He made it to the top of the hill and started stripping down as he ran into the igloo he and Korra shared. In moments, he was down to his skivvies and was pulling his armor out of the corner. A thin frost covered the metal and it stung his hands when he pulled it off the undersuit, but it didn't slow him for a moment.

"Roland, would you please tell me what is happening?!" Korra pleaded when she finally made it in.

"That isn't a star." Roland spoke quickly as he slid his legs into the icy cold undersuit. He stood up and shoved his arms down the sleeves before zipping himself in. The suit immediately started to warm due to his body temperature. "That is a ship. It looked like it might be UNSC."

Korra just looked at him for a moment. "What do you mean?" She asked as Roland slid on his boots and started buckling his grey SPI armor into place. He had painted them grey over their original dull red to provide a more clandestine color in urban environments like Republic City, but the color would serve him well enough here in the tundra.

A dull vibration shook the ground snow below them, causing Roland to pause for a moment before he finished pressing his plates together. "That was a crash. If it was UNSC, we need to get there now and contain it."

Korra nodded and turned to leave. "I'll find us a way out there and get some people to help." She shook her head in a slightly irritated way as she left. "So much for a relaxing day." She sighed. Towards the coast, she could see a cloud of snow and debris about five miles away. Seeing this, she took off down the hill to find some help.

Roland slid his helmet into place over his head and started the boot up process. As the HUD loaded, he holstered his M6C suppressed pistol and attached his M7S suppressed submachine gun to the magnetic portion of his back plate. Finally, he hefted a SRS99D-S2 AM sniper rifle into his arms. The sniper rifle had a range of 2300 meters and could easily be used against both personal and armored vehicles using its 14.5x114mm APFSDS (Armor Piercing Fin Stabilized Discarding Sabot) rounds. The optic on top would allow Roland to assess the area without having to get to close, which could prove fatal. The only downside was its limited magazine capacity of only four rounds. Roland had five additional magazine located on different parts of his armor.

With the sniper rifle over his shoulder, he stepped outside into the grey environment. The wind was whipping snow back and forth across the windswept ground, causing drifts to form against the igloos. The Spartan III looked around, and after a few moments, he saw a dozen snow mobiles coming towards him along with a polar bear dog. Korra lead the group up the hill atop Naga, with several others in tow. Mako, Bolin, and Asami all stayed on their machines along with Korra's father Tonraq and her uncle Unalaq. A few other water benders, friends of Tonraq's were also in the group, along with one very aristocratic water tribesman riding the only snow mobile with a side car. In the passenger seat, a very bored looking young woman sat underneath several large bags of equipment.

"Here Roland, get on!" Asami said as she got off her snowmobile and climbed on with Mako. Roland did so and looked to Korra.

"Who is he?" He asked, referring the man with the side car.

Korra rolled her eyes. "That's Varrick. He heard what was happening and insisted on coming along. He is a multimillionaire who has a taste for adventure."

Roland shrugged. It wasn't his problem is some rich guy wanted to tag along. "Where to!" He shouted over the howling wind. As he did so, he activated his UNSC friend or foe transponder. This would show up on friendly HUDs, showing him as a friend.

Korra pulled her hood a bit tighter. "Follow me!" she yelled as she nudged Naga on. Roland and the others gunned their engines and took off into the wailing snow storm.

**5.27 Miles from the Southern Water Tribe **

"ETA to the Starboard bay Gunny?" Capt. Wayne mumbled into his helmet. His men had the two entrances covered with all the firepower they could muster. "I have both doors locked down, and I don't want to waste you."

"Two minutes or less, sir." Grylls replied after a moment's pause. He sounded winded, and there was sporadic gunfire in the back ground. "We took a bit of contact going through the galley. Shouldn't take but a second though."

"Roger, hurry up." Wayne said as he closed the link. He paused a heartbeat before opening a comm channel to his ODST's. "Gunny Grylls and the engine team are coming in from the aft of the ship. Mark your targets."

A few murmurs of "Roger" were to only reply.

The next two minutes and thirty seven seconds seemed to be an eternity before the point man for Gunny Grylls team was spotted. "I got them, sir." One of the troopers shouted over his weapon.

As the ODST's rallied, Grylls quickly positioned the men to form security before linking up with the Captain. "Good job, Grylls." Wayne congratulated his Senior NCO. "Now we just need to get out of here."

Grylls nodded. "Any plan on that yet, sir?" He asked.

Wayne's shoulders slumped slightly "No… we crashed at the south pole. It won't exactly be easy to escape and evade out here." Grylls nodded solemnly. "We can't exactly fight against ships either…"

"Well, sir. We've come too far to stop now." The Gunnery Sergeant said. He walked to one of the escape pods and smashed a button on the console, firing the pod into the snow. "Stand by to disembark into cold weather." Grylls shouted. "Check your seals and prepare to move."

Each trooper quickly checked his HUD and the seals on his armor. While the suits weren't rated for atmosphere, they should still help with the cold. A moment later, Grylls pressed the button that opened the inner doors and the outer doors, giving the ODST's a way off the ship. "Everyone out. MOVE!" Grylls shouted.

The troopers started to collapse backwards out of the ship, always keeping their weapons trained on the exits. Slowly, one by one, they made their way out into the snowstorm. Captain Wayne clicked on his thermals to search for a position to move towards. A few hundred yards away, there was a small rock outcropping just below about one hundred feet of elevation. "There!" He shouted into the comm net as he placed a rally point for everyone to see. "We'll set up there and get a plan in motion for the reinforcements that are sure to be on our tails."

Without a word, the ODST's started trudging through the snow, hoping they could make it there in time.

**Former UNSC **_**Illiad **_**just outside the Avatar World Atmosphere **

"Sir, they crashed the _Tampa _near the South Pole." Kyles told Captain Streks without looking up from her console.

Streks clenched his fist out of irritation. He didn't want to land his fleet in the middle of a frozen tundra. "Send the _Greece _down to kill those ODST's if they haven't been killed already. As for the rest of the fleet, find a suitable landing site on the largest land mass and take us in.

Kyles nodded. "Understood sir, dispatching the _Greece _to the _Tampa's _crash site and redirecting the rest of the fleet."

**One thousand meters from the **_**Tampa's**_** crashsite **

The group that Korra had organized huddled atop a cliff overlooking the crashed ship. "It is so big…" Asami said in awe.

"I wonder what we can use it for?" Varrick muttered to himself.

Roland had his sniper rifle braced on one of the snowmobiles and was scanning the area below. He could see black dots making their way towards the lower areas of the cliffs. "I see something." He said to Korra without looking away from the scope. "It looks like about twenty five Marines moving away from the ship."

Korra squinted into the wind, but couldn't see a thing. "Why would they move away?" She asked.

Her question was answered by a dull roar as another massive ship flew over their heads, causing everyone to duck instinctively. Bay doors opened and smaller craft flew out and landed in the snow. The ODST's had just made it into comm range, so Roland sent a message their way. "Attention UNSC personnel, this is Spartan Alpha dash Too Fife Aight. Do you need assistance?"

Roland glanced at his HUD. Thirty IFF tags appeared ranging from Lance Corporal to a Captain. All of them were ODST's. A voice he hadn't heard before crackled into his radio. "Spartan, the is Captain Wayne of Bravo Company 2nd Shock Trooper Battalion. We were prisoners aboard that insurrectionist vessel. Other insurrectionists are in the area, including approximately ten ships in orbit. The troops on the ground are firing upon us."

Roland watched as the second ship land just off the bow of the crashed ship. "Roger sir, move towards my Rally point. I'll have an extract waiting, and I can cover you from here." Roland posted a rally point on his HUD and using the thermals on the rifle, sighted in on one of the insurrectionists firing upon the ODST's. His rifle said the target was 800 meters away, mere child's play with a rifle such as this.

His rifle boomed across the tundra, making the group with him jump out of fright. Roland watched as a large hot cloud of blood and bone poofed up from the dead insurrectionist. "Roland. What's happening!" Korra shouted.

"There are thirty ODST's in contact below us." Roland's rifle boomed a second time, causing another insurrectionist to fall. "I need you to move to those rocks below us to help get those troopers to safety."

Korra nodded as Roland rifle boomed a third time. "What will we do from there?" She asked.

Roland shrugged. "We need some way to extract forty people… I have no idea." His rifle boomed again as the Spartan flawlessly ejected the spent magazine and seated a new one into the chamber.

"I might just have a solution!" Varrick shouted from the back ground.

"And what might that be?" Roland asked dryly.

"Why my yacht of course!" He exclaimed. "I had it built to be the fasts on the seas." He nudged Korra "it can even outrun a waterbender."

"Great…" Roland's rifle echoed with a miss. He grunted and fired again, striking the insurrectionist in the abdomen. "That doesn't do me much good if it's not here, does it?" Roland saw an insurrectionist hefting a SPNKr rocket at 726 meters away. Instead of aiming at the man, Roland hit the launcher, rendering it ineffective and causing the man to drop it in fright.

Varrick smiled under his hood as he turned to his assistant. "Zhu Li, do the thing!" He shouted as he raised his hand into the air.

"Yes sir." She said flatly. Her glasses were fogged under the winter clothing, but she still managed to remove a small radio device and activate it.

"That my friends just activated my yacht. You never know when you'll need to make a quick getaway!"

"Good." Roland drilled the man who dropped the rocket and reload again. "Take some of the water benders and get to the coast. Link up with your yacht and wait for us there."

"Will do! Zhu Li, back to the snowmobile!" Varrick shouted.

"Yes sir." Zhu Li replied as she dutifully climbed into the side car.

"Korra, you need to go get those guys up here." Roland reminded her. "I am down the fourteen shots."

"We're going!" Korra shouted as they took off.

Roland watched as the group took off down a shallow portion of the cliff. "Cap'n, how's it going?" He asked.

Wayne replied instantly. "We've got people coming down from the high ground in front of us. Is that you?"

"Yes sir, you have about fifteen more insurrectionist right behind you." Roland held center mass on a man and fired. "Make that fourteen. Listen, sir. What you are about to see when you get to my friends will be shocking to you, but I need you to trust me if you want to survive."

"Roger that, Spartan. I trust you." Roland could see that the ODST's had just made it to Korra. She and the other water benders threw up a massive ice shield between themselves and the insurrectionists. "Is this what you were talking about?" Wayne asked.

"Yes sir, just trust me." Roland said again as he inserted his second to last magazine. He saw everyone crouched under the protective shield as the water benders, in unison, caused the snow and ice under them to start lift up the slope like a giant escalator. The insurrectionists were only about six hundred meters away from Roland now, so he fired off his remaining shots as fast as he accurately could. He clipped the sniper rifle to the snow mobile and started it. Revving the engine, he took off towards where the group would appear at the top of the cliff. Seconds before he reached it, he saw the group appear as if out of nowhere. He braked his machine and jumped off. "Are all your people up, sir?" Roland asked.

Captain Wayne looked around for a moment. "Yes, they are all here."

Roland nodded. "Good, we have a vessel that is meeting us on the coast. We need to pile your guys on and get moving."

"What about that other ship?" Grylls asked.

Roland paused for a moment. It was a valid point, they couldn't exactly outrun a frigate. "I also want some answers about everything that is happening around here." Captain Wayne said.

"Sir, we need to get moving. I promise everything will make sense soon enough, but you have to keep trusting me. Right now, I need your best tech and two of your best men."

"I don't know what you're planning Spartan, but you've gotten us this far." Wayne turned around. Grylls, you'll take everyone to extract. Sergeant Wells, you and Corporal Conway are on me."

Korra ran up to Roland. "What are you planning?" She asked.

"We need to destroy that ship, and I know how to do it."

Korra looked into his visor. "I'm coming with you." She said confidently.

Roland could only shrug. "I figured as much. Tonraq, I need you and two of your water benders, the rest of you, start moving toward extract!" Roland shouted as he climbed onto his snowmobile. "Korra, send Naga with them, it is too dangerous."

Korra nodded as she climbed onto the snowmobile. Tonraq and each of the water benders had an ODST on the back of their snow mobile as well. "What is your plan Roland?" Tonraq shouted.

"We are going to destroy the ship with another ship!" Roland yelled back.

"We're gonna what?" Korra shouted.

Roland gunned the engine. "You heard me!" And with that, the four snow mobiles took off for the crashed _Tampa. _Roland had the throttle up as fast as it would go, but it still didn't seem fast enough as soon as they started to take fire. More insurrectionist reinforcements had started coming out of the _Greece _and were moving to intercept them.

"Korra, I need you to hide us from them!" Roland shouted. Korra sent a huge blast of air into the snow near them, cause a whiteout, and allowing the snow mobiles to get to the _Tampa _intact.

"Sir, where did you exit?" Roland asked.

A waypoint appeared on Roland's HUD. "Right there!" Captain Wayne replied.

Roland steered for the open escape pod door. He pulled the snowmobile to a stop just in front of it and jumped off. Moments later, everyone was off and ready to move. "Korra, I need these hidden." Roland said as he moved inside the ship.

Within in a few seconds, the eight of them were on board and moving. "Which way to the bridge, sir?" Roland asked.

"This way." Captain Wayne took paint with his rifle up. "Just what exactly are you planning, Spartan?" He asked again.

Roland flowed along the far wall with his M7S in front of him. "We're going to fire all the Archer missile pods into that ship."

Wayne simple looked at the grey armored Spartan across from him. "And they say we're nuts…" He mumbled.

The group made it to the bridge without an incident. "Conway and you two, watch the door." Roland pointed to the ODST and the two water benders.

"Wells, I need you to activate the missile batteries aboard this ship." Captain Wayne told his sergeant.

Wells nodded and she started punching away at a console. At the same time, Roland pulled and auxiliary cable from his wrist and plugged it into the captain's chair. "Alright, I have a firing solution." He said a moment later. "We'll hit the bow of their ship, it might not destroy it, but it will definitely put it out of commission."

"Contact!" Corporal Conway shouted as he fired down the hallway. Captain Wayne ran to the door and also started putting round down range.

"Firing solution at seventy percent." Wells said from her console. "It will take about thirty seconds for us to have a solid lock and ready to fire."

Roland nodded and stood by. By this time, Korra had started launching fire down the hallway. Conway and Wayne both looked at her with a mixed look of caution and awe before the continued firing.

"Roland, we need to go…" Tonraq reminded the Spartan.

"Ninety nine… Locked!" Wells shouted. "Firing solution input. On you Spartan."

"Fire." Roland said as he unplugged himself. The deck of the ship vibrated as the array of missiles fired from their ports along the hull. The barrage tore through the _Greece's _hull and crippled her.

"Good hit!" Wells cried.

"Good, let's go!" Roland said as he hefted his M7S and took point. Tonraq and the water benders provided ice shields while the ODST's and Roland fired around them at the insurrectionists. The group moved in two columns while Korra occasionally cut loose with a blast of fire or air to knock the insurrectionists out of cover so the others could engage.

Everything was going fine until one insurrectionist round skipped off a bulkhead and directly into the skull of one of the water benders in Korra's column. He and his ice shield dropped to the floor with a thud. Korra quickly threw up another shield, but not before two rounds made their way past, striking Sergeant Wells in the breast plate and the shoulder.

"He's dead!" Tonraq shouted over the gunfire in reference to his fallen man.

Wells lifted herself back up and chicken winged her rifle. "I'm good!"

"We need to move!" Captain Wayne shouted. Leaving the fallen man was no one's ideal situation, but they had to get out.

After a few more feet, Wells shouted "Six o clock!" And cut loose with a burst to their rear. Roland and Conway also fired back at the insurrectionists who had flanked through another corridor.

Roland tossed a frag grenade back the way they had gone and rushed everyone forward. "GO!" He shouted as the grenade detonated. Finally, they made it to the exit. Korra was out first, providing a shield incase other insurrectionists were out there, however, there were none. Tonraq quickly unburied the snowmobiles and everyone quickly jumped on.

Just before he could get on behind Korra, Corporal Conway was struck in the thigh and the lower back from an insurrectionist who made it out the escape pod tube. Roland fired a sustained burst, dropping the man, and Tonraq piled snow against the exit. "I'm alright!" Conway shouted as he laid across the back of the snowmobile. For the fourth time that day, Roland gunned the engine and took off. A huge blast reverberated behind him, and he saw snow and ice kicking up from where an escape pod had just landed after being fired. "Go! Go!" Roland shouted into his helmet, and the four snowmobiles took off towards the coast and their extraction.

"Conway, Wells, you alright?" Wayne asked through their helmet comms.

"I'm fine sir." Wells replied quickly.

After a moment's pause Captain Wayne tried Conway again. "Conway, you alright?" There was no response.

Roland drove alongside Korra to see Conway slumped against her. Finally he came on the net. "It's not good, sir." He moaned. Roland could see red snow on the back of the machine.

Roland tried to crank the throttle again to go faster, but it didn't seem to move. "Hold on trooper, extract is only a mile away!" He shouted.
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**Sorry for the delay, life has been rather busy with school and whatnot. As usual, this is not mine.**

**Chapter 4 **

**Former UNSC Illiad **

Streks stood aboard the bridge of the Halcyon Class Light Cruiser. The transmission from the Stalwart Class Frigate, _Greece _had been lost moments before and all Streks could do was stare at the monitor. "Please… Please tell me they did not just take out ANOTHER of my frigates!" Streks screamed as he smashed his fist into the arm of his chair.

"Sir, we still have communication with some of the troops on the ground." Electronics officer Jordan Kyles reminded him. "It seems they have breached and secured the _Tampa_, but she is beyond repair."

Streks nodded gravely as Kyles uploaded an image. "This is odd..." she trailed off.

The captain stood and moved over to her console. "What is it?" He squinted at the snow blurred image.

"The troops on the ground took sniper fire directly after landing from the high ground." Kyles zoomed in on one of the images. "The radio calls claimed the ODST's had help, and that water and ice were being thrown at them."

At this, Streks couldn't help but raise an eyebrow. "Thrown at them? I know it was a heavy storm, but thrown?"

Kyles looked over her shoulder at the Captain "That's what they said, sir. Some of the men had severe burn marks as if they were hit with a flame thrower."

Streks walked back to his seat. "Odd… We will investigate later though. Those ODST's aren't going anywhere after destroying those ships, and we need to set up a base of operations."

"Yes sir."

A moment passed before another voice piped in. "Sir, I may have a location for you." navigations officer Ngyen brought up an image on the main screen. "This is a small city on the largest land mass on the planet." He zoomed in more. "There doesn't seem to be any military presence, and only minor police forces."

Streks nodded. "What is the nearest populated area?"

Ngyen paused as he shifted his cameras. "An island off the coast has a village, nothing else for miles around."

"Very well." Streks stood and turned to his first mate. "Prepare the men for landing. Assume everyone is hostile. I don't know what this water and ice thing is, but be prepared for anything."

"How many do you want going?" Carr asked.

"Send half the fleet back into orbit. We will stand by for gun support, and will send a few missiles their way to shake things up. Take some men from here and rendezvous with the others on the ground."

Carr nodded. "So about three hundred men?"

Streks shook his head. "This is our foothold on this planet. I want you to take the entire offensive detachment from three frigates. That, along with our own should be over five hundred. Set up shop and stand by for word."

Carr nodded. "It'll be over before it's begun."

**City of Chin, along the Earth Kingdom Coast**

Jin Li had lived in the City of Chin for the entire fifteen years of her life. The city had a rich history dating back to Avatar Kyoshi separating a portion of the land along the coast to form an island in her name sake, in the process, killing a mad Earth King whose intent was to conquer the world.

More recently, Avatar Aang had visited Chin during his exploits. At the time, the city celebrated Avatar day by setting fire to giant statues of past Avatars and generally wishing the Avatar was no longer in existence. During one of the celebrations, Aang came forward to stand trial for so called 'crimes' he had committed in his past life. Just as he had been declared guilty and was to be boiled in oil, a fire nation raid commenced. The judge changed his sentence to community service and demanded that Aang save the city, which he did swiftly and with ease.

To this day, once a year, the city celebrated Avatar day by eating unfried dough, due to the fact that the Avatar was not boiled in oil. In the past years, the city had grown immensely, and had become quite a good sized town. Crime was rare and the police force was competent, it had all the makings of a great new metropolis, and Jin Li didn't have any plans of moving elsewhere.

As she enjoyed her unfried dough with a few of her friends, she happened to glance at the clouds. It had been one of her favorite pastimes as a child, and she smirked at a cloud that looked like a flying fish. Just before she turned back to the conversation, a small cylinder trailing white smoke punched through the tail of the fish.

"What is that?" Jin Li asked her friends. All of them looked on as several more identical cylinders punched through the clouds and fell towards the city. The first object seemed to be heading for the police department a block away. Jin Li watched as the object smashed into the front steps, and a microsecond later, erupted into a massive fireball.

The shockwave knocked Jin Li and her friends to the ground. Before she could recover, she heard screams and more explosions echoing down the streets. A dull roar filled her ears, and looking upwards, she saw the biggest object that she had ever laid eyes on. A massive ship hovered a few hundred feet in the air. Bay doors opened and smaller ships flew out like fleas jumping off a dog. One of the ships set down in the street twenty yards away from her. A door opened and masked men ran out carrying grey objects. Their boots clacked across the ground and the men formed a perimeter.

Jin Li saw her cousin Shin, a police officer for two years, shouting at the masked men. When they didn't comply, Shin started earth bending to restrain them. The men hesitated at first, but one of them raised what was in his hands and a loud crack echoed in Jin Li's ears. She saw her cousin fall, dark red blood staining his crisp uniform while a small wisp of smoke fluttered out of the object.

The men didn't pause to look at her, but instead started moving off down a street. Jin Li stood there to shocked to do anything, but one of her friends grabbed her hand and snapped her out of it. They took off for the edge of town with the loud cracking coming from all over the area.

The two girls made it a few blocks before one of the masked men stepped out in front of them. Jin Li ran full speed into the man, knocking him off balance slightly, but sending her to the ground with the wind knocked from her chest. The man shouldered his object and it cracked three times, leaving Jin Li's friend, Sigi, sprawled out on the street.

Jin Li could barely breathe as the man turned his attention to her. She could hear strange sounding voices that seemed to be coming from the mask he had on his head. The words sounded strangely familiar, but a rushing sound and a scream drowned them out. The man gripped the object in his hands with white knuckles. This confused Jin Li greatly, because the look in his eyes was the same as what was in hers, near paralyzing fear of the other person. What she would never know is that the man standing over her, an insurrectionist soldier, was just as scared of her, thinking that everyone on this planet could bend the elements.

The two remained there with eyes locked for a few seconds, before Jin Li finally breathed a good breath of air. She moved her hand from her chest and saw a flash of light and felt as if a hammer had struck her chest. Once again her ears were ringing and now her entire body seemed too weak to even lift her head off the ground. She could see blood staining her shirt, and with her next breath, she had the strong desire to cough. When she did so, foamy blood ran down her cheek. The man looked her over once more before he moved out of her sight. Jin Li laid there for a moment more, contemplating what had happened. Her precious city had been invaded, and she was dying, though from what bending or magic, she didn't know. Another breath, this one nearly impossible followed by more blood, and an urge to sleep. Jin Li felt as if the wind had been knocked out her once more as she finally exhaled her last breath and slipped into an eternal sleep.

**Former UNSC Illiad **

Streks listened, but couldn't believe his ears. "They just made a rock wall appear from the dust!" "I just lost two men to a boulder that fell from the sky." "All of them are hostile! They can control the earth!"

Gunfire spat all across the city. Even with the opening volley of missiles, and the shock and awe tactics, the people still fought back, however it didn't last long. Within an hour the city was secure enough to start bringing down supplies and support personnel. Troops were moving through the building capturing or killing whoever they could.

Streks had already decided to set up a full safe area inside of the city. It wasn't much, and there were definitely larger metropolises, but this would be easy to defend. Plus, the expansive green space gave him an area to put down his ships if needed. Landing Frigates in atmosphere was not ideal, but it would definitely save him some resources and be an impressive show of force.

Streks stepped off a shuttle and set foot for the first time on this strange planet. Now all he needed to do was get in touch with this planets leaders. He had no desire to destroy everyone on the planet, nor did he have the forces to do much other than hold a small town, but he wanted it clear that he was in control and wouldn't attack unless provoked. This was all a lie of course, but he wanted them to initially believe what he said. Maybe he could trade some technology to convince them of his sincerity… Either way, he knew he needed to act fast.

Looking to Carr he spoke. "Get me a platoon and some 'hogs."

**Varrick's Yacht, headed towards the Southern Water Tribe **

"WHAT WAS THAT!" Bolin shouted at the top of his lungs from the quarterdeck. "A ship, not just a small ship, but a freakin building just fell from the sky!"

Mako put a restraining hand on his brother's shoulder. "Bo, I think you need to chill."

"It was massive! Then the small ships, and the guns! Roland they have guns!" Bolin dropped to his knees "What are we going to do about guns?" he halfway sobbed with his hands on the floor.

Mako just shook his head. This was normal behavior for Bolin… well, at least the over reacting part. Roland shrugged. "We fight."

Korra smirked "Heck yeah we fight!" She punched her fist in front of her. "Did you see what we did back there? They don't stand a chance against the Avatar!"

"Korra, you do realize they have ships that can fly, right?" Bolin asked.

"Meh, we'll just have to fight them on our turf! They have no way to know who's a bender and who isn't, plus it's not like they are all copies of Roland, they just normal people with guns."

Captain Wayne caught Roland's eye. "You still haven't exactly explained what's going on Spartan."

Roland nodded. "Well sir, I have been here for quite some time…" Roland proceeded to explain his arrival and the events that had taken place. He even referenced the Covenant ship that had crashed carrying Jorge, and explained how the Earth Kingdom has assisted in hiding that from the public, but with this new arrival, it would be impossible to keep things suppressed.

Captain Wayne had listened intently and he finally spoke. "Well, we have no idea where they are or what they are doing, but thank you for the assist Roland. We would be dead without your help."

Roland nodded gravely. "I am sorry we could get back in time to save Conway." The corporal had died only a few hundred meters from the waiting ship. His armor and weapons had been removed and a pair of the water benders had frozen him below decks to be buried in the future.

"Well, let's make sure his death was not in vain." Wayne walked towards the Varrick at the helm. "So where are we headed?"

Varrick looked over his shoulder and grinned. "To Republic City my friend! I have several contact and places where I can keep you safe until we determine our next move."

Wayne clapped Varrick on the shoulder. "Thank you my friend, I owe you."

"What about General Iroh?" Korra asked. "We could get his help to hide everyone safely."

Roland nodded. "I have some good friends who serve with him, it would be one of our safest bets."

Varrick looked at one of the charts. "Very well then, to the Naval Base it is!" The entire ship lurched to the side, knocking everyone slightly off balance as Varrick adjusted his course. No one could ever say the man lacked intensity or drive.

"Zhu Li! It is tea time!" Varrick shouted, and his personal assistant appeared out of nowhere with a full pot of steaming tea and a glass.

"I am sure it will take us a while to arrive." Captain Wayne said. "I'm going to go check on my men and get some rest."

Roland nodded. "You know where to find us."

**Meanwhile on another ship in the ocean **

"Sir, we have confirmed reports that the space traveling ships have landed in the Earth Kingdom, just along the coast near Kyoshi Island." A Northern Water Tribe soldier stood at parade rest before Chief Unalaq.

"Interesting… very interesting." Unalaq thought briefly. If he couldn't get to the Avatar to open the portals one way, maybe he could influence her in another. "Set course for Kyoshi Island. Let's see if we can't go talk to our new arrivals."

**Sorry this was rather brief, but I figured it had been too long since I last updated. I promise I won't abandon this! Please let me know what you think!**
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**Hopefully y'all aren't ready to kill me. I know it has been a long time since I updated, but I promise I won't leave you hanging! This is still not my property. **

**City of Chin**

Streks was raised from his brief slumber by a radio transmission. "Captain, you have several water vessels approaching from the south."

He jumped up and spoke quickly. "Are they moving in a threatening way?" Streks hoped this was a delegation from the leaders of this world. It had only been a few hours since they had taken this city, but surely news would have spread quickly.

"Negative, they seem to be slowing about a mile from the coast. No weapons detected."

Streks glanced at the monitor. "Good. Send word for the convoy to be prepared."

Moments later, Streks walked down the convoy that had been hastily assembled. Eight USNC Warthogs stood by with idling engines. The lead vehicles were equipped with a Machine gun and GAUSS Cannon, followed by two troop transport variants. Streks rode in the center of the convoy aboard his prized hog, an M12R, equipped with an M79 missile battery, behind him was another troop variant, followed by two more with machine guns. "Carr, comm check." Streks muttered into his earpiece.

"Got ya." The voice came back with a bit of static, but readable. "We have two Pelicans ready to provide overwatching air support."

Streks nodded his approval. Inside of the two Pelicans, two dozen more troops were ready to react as quickly as possible if and engagement took place. They had also prepared a quick reaction force aboard several other Pelicans.

"Any idea where we are headed yet, Capt'n?" Carr asked.

Streks tapped the wrist mounted map. "To the coast, and don't spare the horses." His driver smirked and smashed his foot into the pedal, shooting the forward along with the rest of the convoy.

The moment the first truck left the relative safety of the city, all weapons were taken off safety. Everything at this point was still considered hostile to the men aboard the Warthogs. Mud was slung up behind each of the vehicles as the sped along at top speed towards the beach with the Pelicans overhead.

As the lead Hog approached the beachline, it hit a small ramp, sending it soaring through the air before it landed on the soft grey sand. The driver fishtailed the wheels a bit, but without delay, they continued in the lead along the waters edge.

Streks stood up in the passenger seat and lifted a pair of binos to his face. A brief scan of the water revealed the ships a few thousand meters off shore. A trio of much smaller craft were moving at top speed towards the shoreline. If this had been an attack, it would have likely been much larger, so Streks allowed himself to relax for a moment.

"Hold here." Streks said to his driver. The entire convoy slowed to a stop, and arranged itself in a horseshoe with the mounted weapons facing inboard.

The Pelicans orbited two hundred feet over head. "Where do you want us cap'n?" Carr asked earnestly.

Upon hearing the radio, Streks looked up at the two birds. "Increase you altitude to five hundred, and keep an eye on use. Stand by with the QRF as well."

As the small ships neared shore, Streks stepped out of his Hog and stood the defiantly in the sand with his arms crossed. He heard the men behind him ready their weapons, but he knew what these men were really here for. The craft touched the white sands of the beach and the water slid away from the bow as Unalaq set foot on the sand.

"Good morning, gentleman…" The Northern Water tribe chieftain extended his arms in a gesture of friendship. "I have a proposition for you."

**Naval Scouting Base, Whale Tail Island**

It had taken sometime, but Varrick's yacht had gotten the group safely to a small naval outpost. General Iroh had been waiting for them on the pier. "Avatar Korra, I am glad you were able to make it." Iroh led them down the pier towards a command center.

"So am I, General." Korra glanced up and noticed the radio antennas. "Have you heard any news as to what is happening?" Mako, Roland, and Wayne followed them in. The Spartan and the ODST had their helmets tucked under their left arm.

Iroh shook his head out of disgust. "There has been an attack of some type near Kyoshi island, but I am not sure of the size. The Earth Queen is already rallying her troops to attack, and is blaming the United Forces for not seeing this coming." As the stepped into the building, Iroh gestured to a map. "We lost contact with one of our battleships off the coast as well. Search parties have been dispatched, but no word yet."

Roland, Captain Wayne, and Mako all listened quietly. "I received word from the Fire Lady that she is willing to have her forces assist in attacking this foe."

"Any word on what the Earth Queen is going to do?" Roland asked.

Iroh sighed heavily. "She is already massing for an attack. It should be within the day."

Mako and Captain Wayne looked to Roland. "Will the army be big enough to take on the Insurrectionists?" The ODST captain asked.

Roland shrugged. "I doubt it, sir. Unless she throws everything at them, but even then it could be disastrous."

General Iroh nodded. "I have been trying to raise the Earth Kingdom over the radio, but to no avail."

Korra spoke up. "Let us go and try to stop them, if you give us an airship, we can get there in time."

Iroh stroked his chin in thought as he looked over the world map. "Very well. I will raise troops from the Fire Nation in order to help with the attack." He pointed to a location near the Insurrectionists landing site. "This will be our staging area. We'll have the navy bombard them from the sea, airships will hit them from above, and our ground forces will assault towards the sea."

Korra smashed her fist into her other hand with a smirk. "We'll crush them between our troops and our ships."

Iroh nodded. "Hopefully the Spirits will be on our side with this, we're gonna need all the help we can get." Iroh held out his hand to Roland and Korra. "See you soon."

Roland shook his hand and nodded before following a private to an airship that was standing by. "Sir, how do you want to go from here?" Roland asked Captain Wayne. "I don' think this airship is going to hold thirty ODST's."

Wayne looked over the ancient technology. "I agree. I'll bring five others with us, and the rest will stay with this General Iroh."

Roland shrugged. "We should just be able to stop them without getting into any sort of large fight." He smirked at Korra. "You get to go do Avatar stuff…"

Korra's look of disgust nearly made Roland break out in laughter. "I hate the Earth Queen…" Korra muttered.

"Gentleman, the airship will be ready to launch in one hour." A private in a mechanics coveralls told them from a nearby station.

"Good." Roland looked to Captain Wayne. "Sir, go ahead and break up your guys, and we'll meet back here before it's time to launch."

Wayne nodded. "See you in a few Spartan." The ODST officer said as he walked off.

Mako had left in order to go get Bolin and Asami. Varrick had disappeared with his assistant, but his yacht was still anchored in the harbor, so he couldn't have gone far. Korra reached down and grabbed Roland's gloved hand. He smiled pulled her close before kissing her forehead.

"We were supposed to be married by now." Korra reminded him.

Roland smiled. "But now the Avatar has to go deal with the world's problems."

Korra smacked his chest plate playfully. "Who took off to go help with a crashed ship?"

Roland pulled her close and kissed her. Korra had long before grown used to the cold hard armor he wore. She stroked his cheek as the broke their kiss. "Would you have had me do any differently?" Roland asked.

She shrugged. "I suppose I can't really expect much else out of you." Another quick kiss before footsteps echoed down the corridor.

Captain Wayne reappeared with five of his men. "Spartan, these are the troopers coming with us, Staff Sergeant Travis, Sergeant Gurtan, Corporal Anders, Lance Corporal Bronson, and Lance Corporal Maclmore." Captain Wayne introduced each man to the Avatar and the Spartan.

Each man was physical different than the other. The Staff Sergeant and the Corporal were both massive Marines who seemed to have done nothing but lift weights since birth. Sergeant Gurtan wore glasses and didn't seem terribly imposing, but the explosives strapped across his chest plate suggested he knew what he was doing. Lance Corporal Maclmore was tall and kinda skinny, while Lcpl Bronson was a lot shorter and slightly wider. Each ODST had a small arsenal on their kit, from grenades, sidearms, knives, to assault rifles. Needless to say, the armory aboard the _Tampa _was a lot more empty than it had been before.

"Good to finally meet a Spartan." Travis said as he held out his hand. "I thought you'd be taller." He said with a smirk as Roland shrugged. "And honestly I thought you'd be more senior."

"Rank hasn't exactly mattered here." He shrugged. His IFF identified him as a Third Class Petty officer, the rank of E-4 in the Navy that each Spartan III got when the finished training. It was simply a single 'v' shaped rank chevron with an eagle over it. He had seen a few other Spartan III's become a lot more senior, but in the headhunter program, it didn't really matter.

Captain Wayne shook his head as he slid his helmet into place and motioned for Roland to do the same. "How long have you been here Spartan?"

"Well over a year now, sir. Almost two."

"Well, due to your years of advanced reconnaissance in this area, assistance to the locals, and saving our hide a few days ago, I promote you to the rank of Petty Officer, First Class. Congratulations."

Roland slid his helmet off and shook the Captain's hand. "Thank you, sir."

"With this new rank, I expect to see leadership and initiative out of you, even more so than before. We're gonna need all the help we can get in order to get home."

As Mako, Asami, and Bolin walked up, Korra gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, which led to snickers from the Marines, but it didn't bother Roland one bit.

It wasn't long before the six ODST's, four benders, and the Spartan were aboard the airship and making full speed toward the earth kingdom coast. As everyone else caught some sleep, Roland pulled his helmet on in order to look at his IFF tag once more, the rank was now displayed as a trio of 'v's', with an eagle on top.

He smiled as he thought about what Jonah would say if he was here before he pulled Korra a bit closer to him and closed his eyes for a few moments of rest.

**Small strip of coastline near Chin. **

"So my friend, do we have a deal?" Unalaq asked Captain Streks.

Streks thought for a moment. This guy was willing to throw all his forces into an outer perimeter in order to protect Streks' ships, and all he wanted in return was a few men to help in kidnapping this 'Avatar' girl. She had to open some portal for him to this 'spirit world' so he could assist the nations." Streks honestly wondered what type of drugs this guy was on, but he could use the cannon fodder in order to protect his troops."

"Very well, Chief, you have yourself a deal…"

Unalaq looked incredibly pleased. He turned to one of the Northern Water Tribe generals. "Follow every instruction this man gives you in order to set up a perimeter, and ensure no one is allowed to attack ur new allies."

"Yes, chieftain." The general said as he touched his fist to his chest in a salute and bowed his head slightly. A signal was sent up and the Northern Water Tribe ships started to move into position in order to block the entrance to Chin from the sea.

At the same time, smaller craft started bringing ground forces ashore. Water pots were positioned as a defensive perimeter was quickly established. Trucks with large water reservoirs were stationed at certain points in order to reinforce the outer perimeter, and a quick reaction force was placed on standby.

Within two hours, the entire Northern Water Tribe force was in position. Unalaq walked proudly into what had previously been the mayor's office, where Strek's had his feet propped up on the desk enjoying a cigar. "Captain, my men have been positioned around your area," Unalaq drew a perimeter around the city map. "I ask now that you uphold your end of our agreement."

Strek's nodded as he stood up and pulled out his radio. "Carr, I got a job for ya." The Insurrectionist Captain walked to the window and looked skyward. "Bring two Pelicans and ten of your best men… You're going on a little trip."

"Roger that, we'll be standing by at the airfield." The radio crackled in response.

"Come Chieftain, let's go." Streks motioned toward Unalaq as he walked out the door. He motioned to a parked Warthog and slid into the driver's seat. Unalaq cautiously seated himself in the passenger seat.

"This is most impressive." Unalaq murmured as he slid his hands along the vehicle.

Streks grinned. "You ain't seen nothing yet." With that he jammed the gas pedal to the floor and took off towards their makeshift airstrip. As he drifted around a corner, he shouted above the engine noise. "I'm giving you my First Mate and a few of our men along with two of our transport ships. They should be faster than anything you have around here."

Unalaq nodded in agreement as mud splashed across the windscreen. The water bender flicked his wrist and flung it away before Streks could activate the wipers. "That being said, you have room for about twenty including yourself. Take care of em, and I wouldn't sink your fleet."

"I understand your concern." Unalaq replied. "I assure you, I will bring my best men, and we will be done as quickly as possible."

"Good." Streks nodded, choosing not to mention the ships he had in orbit still. "I'll be in touch with my men every day, I'm not sure how long we'll be here, but when we leave, they come to."

"Most agreeable terms." Unalaq just started to get comfortable when Streks slammed on the brakes, nearly causing Unalaq to smash his face into the windscreen.

"Carr, did you get all that?" Streks shouted as he jumped out. He had been holding the mic button down so his First Mate could hear the entire conversation.

"Got it Cap'n, we're ready to rock." Carr stepped off the lead Pelican in full battle gear, and MA5B cradled in his arms with a shotgun slung across his back.

Unalaq's personal bodyguard was already on the airstrip, ready to follow their chieftain to death. "Captain, I thank you for all your assistance." Unalaq presented his hand.

Streks nodded and shook it briefly. "Don't scratch the paint." He looked over the two Pelicans. "Carr, a word?"

Carr walked over and the two men turned away from the group. "Trust the men going with you, and if anything goes south, call me or the _Jupiter_ in orbit. We'll get to you as quick as we can."

The First Mate nodded. "I think we got it Cap'n"

Streks held up his finger. "One more thing, this Avatar girl, she seems important on this world, if you can, convince Unalaq to bring her back here. If he tries to return her to his Tribe, kill them and bring her here. Worst case, slot her."

Carr nodded. "I understand."

"Good, go carefully." Streks said as he clasped his First Mate's shoulder. With that he climbed back into the Warthog and headed back to town.

Unalaq summoned Carr over with everyone else. "Gentleman, this is the woman we are seeking." He passed around a picture of Korra from a newspaper article from her Pro-Bending days. "We need her alive." Unalaq reminded them.

"We can do alive…" Carr murmured as he activated his stun baton. The electrical current cause an audible crackling before he thumbed it off.

"First though, I have some acquaintances we need to recover." Unalaq said menacingly.
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	6. Chapter 6
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**Chapter 6 **

**Northern Water Tribe **

The Pelicans carrying Unalaq and his men landed a few hundred feet from a snow covered opening. As the ramp lowered, a pair of White Lotus guards approached with caution.

"Who goes there!" One of the guards shouted. He was in a fire bending stance, ready to fight.

Unalaq strolled down the ramp of the first Pelican. "Gentleman, relax, it is just me." His voice dripped with menace.

"Chief Unalaq!" Both guards dropped their stances and bowed out of respect. "We weren't informed you would be coming to check on the prisoner."

Unalaq shrugged. "I figured it was time." He glanced over his shoulder almost carelessly. "Carr?"

A pair of gunshots echoed above the howling artic wind, as the two white lotus guards blood splattered across the barren white landscape. With smoke still whisping from his MA5B, Carr strolled out and stood alongside Unalaq.

"Why are we here again?" The grizzled first mate shuddered as the wind howled. The sky was grey, and a stormed seemed to be rolling in. A glance at the ground revealed the blood from the guards had melted a bit of the snow, before freezing to a reddish ice, with snow drifts already forming along the bodies.

Unalaq wrapped his cloak a little tighter. "Follow me." He said simply.

"You four, watch the ships." Carr barked at his men before catching up to Unalaq. The two leaders, accompanied by several of Carr's shooters, and a few of Unalaq's personal guards entered the cavern and noticed a few other white lotus guards, but Unalaq's men froze them to a wall before they were able to sound an alarm. The party boarded an elevator and started to plummet into the icy cavern. "This is a prison for one of the most dangerous fighters in the world." Unalaq stated flatly to Carr and his men. "She is a member of the Red Lotus, as are my men and I. Thirteen years ago, she and several others assisted me in an attempt to kidnap the Avatar for our own goals."

The elevator stopped and the door eased open. The last remaining White Lotus guards knew these people didn't belong here, and attacked. Carr and his men opened up with a barrage of hot lead, cutting the guards down where they stood. "I was the leader of the attempted kidnapping, but they managed to keep my name clear. After thirteen years, it is time I repay the favor."

"So why the artic for all these criminals?" Carr asked.

"Not criminals my friend," Unalaq pointed out. "Revolutionaries. They do not all reside in the icy hole, only one, where the cold is so deep, it prevents her firebending from assisting in her escape."

"Watch that elevator." Carr ordered his men as he approached the cell with Unalaq.

Unalaq gripped the cold steel bars. "Hello, P'Li, have you missed me?" Freezing the steel to its most brittle point with his waterbending, the Chief of the Northern Water tribe shattered the bars and stepped into the cell.

As Carr hesitantly followed, he noticing the woman chained in the corner, nearly naked and shivering. How she had survived at all was due to her inner flame, a fire bending practices that allowed the bender to keep their core warm, and preventing her from freezing to death over those long years. "Unalaq…" She whispered. "I'm surprised you remembered."

The waterbender removed his cloak and threw it over her. Moments later he snapped her bonds in a similar way to the bars, allowing her to stand. 

"My how I've waited to be able to get warm…" She sighed. Carr was taken aback momentarily as she faced him. She was at least six foot six inches tall, scrawny with dark brown hair. Overall, she seemed actractive, except for the strange eye like tattoo on her forehead. It was unsettling to say the least. "What of the others?" She asked as the group boarded the elevator once more.

"You are the first." Unalaq informed her as the group passed the frozen guards and entered the Pelicans. No one had noticed the lone guard cowering in the shadows near the entrance, unwilling to even flinch for fear of his own death. "The others will be next."

The door eased shut and immediately the temperature inside Pelican rose as a smile crossed P'Li's face. "Perfect." She sighed.

**Ba Sing Se **

It had taken hours to get there, but seconds after the airship touched down in the massive capital city of the Earth Kingdom, Korra was storming off the ramp. Before anyone could stop her, she was outside and looking around for the Earth Queen.

"Good morning, Avatar" One of the Earth Queens assistants bowed down to greet her. "Her majesty is expecting you."

Korra raised an eyebrow slightly at this. "How did she know I was coming at all?" She asked.

The assistant looked puzzled. "Why wouldn't you be here? I mean with this invasion happening on our coast, you of all people should be the one to handle it." Korra nodded in understand. Of course the Earth Queen wouldn't want to dedicate her troops to something the Avatar can take care of. By now, Roland and Captain Wayne had come off the airship and we flanking Korra.

"Is the Queen willing to see me now?" Korra asked.

The assistant motioned for them to begin walking towards the palace. "She is awaiting your presence in the throne room."

Captain Wayne pulled his comm piece out of his helmet and slid it over his ear. "Travis, set up security around the ship, the kids can fight as well. I don't like this place, and I have a feeling we won't be long."

Roland slid his earpiece on in time to hear the Staff Sergeant reply with "Roger that, Sir."

The three were hurriedly ushered through the elaborate palace corridors and into the throne room. The queen was seated on her throne with several of her personal Dai Li agents standing guard.

"Your highness," Korra bowed before the queen. "I am sorry to hear of the attack on your shores."

"Indeed you should be, Avatar…" The queen shrieked. "What do you as the balancer of world peace intend to do about it!?"

Korra showed a larger than normal dose of humility as she replied. "I am already working with the United Forces to prepare a task force in case negotiations fall through."

"Negotiations! There can be no negotiations!" The queen slammed her fist on the edge of her thrown, causing her jewelry and fine clothing to vibrate. "These savages invaded my land, and if they refuse to leave, my forces will evict them with extreme prejudice!"

"Your highness…" Roland started to speak before being cut off.

"And just who do you claim to be?" The queen looked down her nose at the Spartan.

"Your highness, my name is Roland, and I am a warrior from the same worlds these men inhabit."

The queen nodded. "I remember reading about you, nave… It would seem you are nothing more than the Avatars body guard and occasionally her play thing."

The Spartan cringed at the insult. "Highness, these men have weapons far superior to any technology on this planet. I implore you to not throw away the lives of your men so carelessly."

The queen waved her hand in disgust. "These are servants of the Earth Kingdom, and they would gladly die for their queen." She glared at Captain Wayne. "And who might you be?"

The Captain dipped his head in a small bow. "I am Captain John Wayne of the UNSC. My men were fighting the 'savages' who invaded you country."

"Finally, a military man!" The queen sighed in relief, completely ignoring any contribution Roland could have offered. "Having seen these savages in action, you of all people must agree that my forces can crush them."

As Captain Wayne was about to reply, a Dai Li agent bent down and whispered something to the queen. "WHAT!?" She shrieked, jumping to her feet. "How dare the Water Tribes invade our land as well!"

Korra and Roland glanced to each other out of confusion before looking to the queen for clarification. "You majesty, what happen?" Korra asked.

"It is un heard of!" She paced about out of rage. "My spies have reported that The Northern Water Tribe has landed on our shores and is defending these savages."

Korra clenched her fists. "Are you sure?" She asked.

"Of course I am, my spies say the chief of the tribe was communicating with the leader of these men, and then he took off in a few of their powered airships headed north." The Earth queen grabbed one of her agents by the collar. "Summon two more battalions and send them to reinforce the troops already in place! When they arrive, crush these fools, and prepare to invade the Northern Water Tribe in retaliation for the atrocity."

"Yes highness…" The agent bowed as he moved out of the room.

"Your majesty, you can't fight these people!" Korra shouted out of frustration.

The queen merely huffed at her. "I can see all the good you are doing Avatar, you are dismissed."

"What!" Korra screamed. "Do you not know who I am?"

The queen glared at the Avatar menacingly. "No Avatar, have you forgotten who I am?" With that, every one of the Dai Li agents took up a bending stance and prepared to evict the Avatar from the throne room.

Roland and Wayne both snapped their weapons up to the high ready and prepared to fire. "Korra, I don't think this is worth it…" Roland whispered.

"What's that nave?" The queen asked. "Trying to keep your master in check?"

The Spartan growled out of anger, and felt his trigger finger tighten out of reflex. In a moment, he could plaster that smug face all over this throne room, but it was worth the fight that would come as fallout. "Let's go, Korra." Roland dropped his M7S from his shoulder and grabbed Korra's upper arm with his free hand, halfway dragging her out of the throne room.

"Let me go!" Korra struggled.

"It's okay Avatar!" The queen shouted as they walked out. "Let him control you, just like I can!" She laughed as the doors slammed shut.

Wayne looked at the two of them and shrugged. "Well that was eventful."

Roland chuckled as he released Korra and started walking towards the airship. "I could have killed her you know…"

Korra nodded. "We better get out of here before I beat you to it."

"What was all that about the Northern Water Tribe?" Wayne asked the Avatar.

Korra shook her head. "I have no idea, but I bet my Uncle has some motive behind it." She pounded on the airship hatch to get those inside to lower it. "Whatever the case, I need to talk with him and find out what is happening."

Roland followed her into the airship. "I don't think that is a good idea. Let's head back to Whale Tail Island and talk with Iroh and your dad. Maybe they can shed some light on this situation."

Korra nodded. "Then back to Whale Tail Island it is."

**Perimeter around the City of Chin**

Captain Streks was inspecting the perimeter the Northern Water Tribe had placed around the city. He had scattered a few of his men around with their rifles for added protection. They had been on the ground for a few days now, and if an attack was coming, it would be soon.

As he eased the Warthog behind an emplacement and stepped out, he felt the ground quaking slightly. "You there." He pointed to one of the Water Tribesman. "Is this land known for earth quakes?"

The man looked at Streks puzzled. "No sir, not that I am aware of."

The salty old captain may not have fought on the ground in quite some time, but he knew what was coming. "Prepare yourselves!" He shouted as he grabbed the radio out of the Warthog. "All unit, this is Captain Streks, prepare for an assault from the northeast."

The two Insurrectionists with the water benders loaded their weapons and sighted in on the tree line a few hundred meters ahead of them. Streks was glad he had brought his M12R, equipped with an M79 missile battery on the back. He climbed onto the turret and traversed it in the direction of the ground tremor. "Kyles, this is the Captain." He spoke into the radio as he adjusted his laser range finder.

"Go ahead, sir." Jordan Kyles responded from the command and control center on the ground.

"Stand by to receive coordinates from me." Streks depressed the transmit button and sent to ten digit grid through the radio. "Pass them to the _Jupiter _and tell her to prepare for Orbital Gun fire."

A few moments later, Kyles responded. "It's done sir, the _Jupiter _will need three minutes to get a firing solution."

"Understood." Streks started to see the trees in the distance shaking. "Send two of the Pelicans to my position. Make sure they are cannoned up and ready for a fight."

"Already done, sir." Kyles responded. "I've also dispatched several Warthogs as well. They should be arriving momentarily."

"Good, any word yet from Carr?"

The first two 'hogs pulled up and leveled their machine guns one the tree line. "Yes sir, they just left the northern pole, and are headed to get more of Unalaq's men."

Before Kyles could even finish the statement, the first of the Earth Kingdom caterpillar tanks rolled into the fields in front of them. Moments later, Earth Kingdom airships popped up above the treeline, as more tanks and jeeps pulled out of the trees. Infantry disembarked and threw up hasty barricades using their earth bending. A short man with a loud speaker stepped out. "By order of the Earth Queen, you are invading her sovereign lands, and if you refuse to throw down your arms and surrender, you will be destroyed!"

Streks reached down and pulled a DMR from the passenger seat. The rangefinder said the shot was four hundred meters. He rested the rifle and the missile pods and took a breath. "All units, stand by to fire." He spoke into the radio. With that, he applied steady pressure to the trigger until finally, a loud crack echoed down the lines. As his sights fell back onto the man, Streks saw him fall. A moment later, all hell broke loose along the lines.

Rifles popped and zinged into the barricades, causing the Earth Kingdom troops to instinctively duck for cover. At the same time, Gauss Cannons mounted on some of the Warthogs opened up on the tanks and jeeps, punching through the armor and killing the occupants in mere moments.

A cry of "FOR THE EARTH QUEEN!" Was heard above the gunfire as barricades started to be dropped and come up again a few meters closer. The benders were constantly throwing up new earthen walls to stop the hot lead from impacting them.

Somewhere behind cover, catapults opened fire, and moments later, massive rocks were soaring through the skies towards the defensive emplacements. The water benders jumped into action and working in tandem, stopped the massive stones before they could crush the defenders.

Earth Kingdom airships lumbered overhead, opening their bay doors and preparing to drop explosives, but several Warthogs adjusted their machine gun fire on the lumbering beasts. The armor piercing rounds cut through the airships as if they were tissue paper, deflating the air sacks, and slaughtering the crews within.

At the same time, the two Pelicans rose up and opened fire with the nose mounted chain guns. The gunships alternated who was firing to allow their guns time to cool between bursts. The massive projectiles caused the first airship to ignite into flames and dive into the ground, setting off a chain reaction in her bomb bay, detonating the onboard explosive and rocking the battlefield with a massive explosion.

Streks sighted in on one of the barricades as it moved closer. He started to see a pattern in the benders timing and slowly squeezed the trigger to launch the payload of rockets. Finally, at the right moment, he fired, and the six fin stabilized rockets fired from their tubes and flew straight and true towards the earthen wall. Just before the first rocket impacted, the earth benders dropped the wall to move up, causing the rockets to detonate in and among the platoon that had been in hiding, killing or maiming nearly everyone and rendering the platoon combat ineffective.

More earthern rocks were deflected by the water benders and more and more Earth Kingdom troops were thrown into the fight. For every tank a Gauss Cannon destroyed, it seemed two more drove out to take its place. When the barricades closed within one hundred meters, Streks' men opened fire with grenade launchers, hoping to lob rounds over the walls and into the troops behind.

This tactic proved to be quite effective initially. The first wave of troops was utterly demolished through the use of indirect fires, but the next wave saw what happen and added to their defensive walls. As they neared the defensive line, more grenades were launched, but this time, the Earth Kingdom troops covered their heads with the earthen walls as well, rendering the grenades ineffective.

Finally, the troops closed within a dozen meters of the defensive lines. The water benders readied themselves, and as the protective walls dropped and rocks started flying, the water bender threw up ice shield to protect the men the fought alongside. The Pelicans orbiting above saw the enemy troops pressing on the defensive line and opened fire just in front of the ice walls, cutting down dozens or earth kingdom soldiers and splatter the crystalline ice walls with blood and grime.

As the fight turned into hand to hand, Streks saw his men being over powered. The Insurrectionist's sprayed into the oncoming troops, but the mixture of benders and nonbender's alike surged forward and over took the individual fighters. The Captain watched in horror as a massive boulder crushed one of his men, spraying blood and bone everywhere.

"Kyles, how long until the _Jupiter _is ready?" Streks shouted into the radio.

A moment's pause as Streks unloaded the DMR into a cluster of troops. "Ten seconds, sir!" Kyles responded.

"All troops, when fire comes down, prepare to fall back to the second defensive line." Streks shouted as he reload his DMR and slid into the passenger seat. "Kyles order the _Jupiter _to fire when ready. Archer pods and a MAC round. Send more men and ammo to the second defensive line and stand by for follow on shots."

Streks started the hog and motioned for the men with him to jump on. "Done, sir! Missiles in flight, MAC round in three, two…"

The clouds were ripped apart as the massive Magnetically Accelerated Cannon Round ripped into the earth. The non-nuclear device caused massive damage within the Earth Kingdom lines, and also greatly demoralized the troops. Insurrectionist's shouted for joy as the Archer missiles puffed through the clouds and started impacting the ground. The explosions rocked the troop formations, and killed hundreds of earth kingdom troops. Finally, as the line started to withdraw, the two Pelicans cut loose with a barrage of smaller missiles, demolishing the catapults and the earth benders operating them. As the Pelicans turned to re-arm, there rear doors dropped and a pair of machine guns stitched tracers across the battlefield.

Streks and his men raced to the second line of defensive positons, where he dropped them off. He then drove as fast as he could back to the small airstrip and jumped into a Pelican. "Take me up!" He shouted and the pilot did so without hesitation. "I need to see what we are facing." Streks mumbled as he stood behind the pilot and glared out the windscreen.

Below him, Streks could see thousands of Earth Kingdom soldiers moving towards his small defensive embankment. The ground seemed to be moving with so many of them down there.

Streks reached for his radio and held it in front of him as an idea churned in his mind. "Kyles, ready the fleet in orbit. We're going to need a lot of guns."

**I hope you enjoyed this chapter! Thanks again to those who pointed out the writing issue in the last chapter so I could fix it. I personally felt that this chapter flowed a lot better than Chapter 5. Please continue to read and review! **
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**Chapter 7**

**Somewhere in the middle of the ocean**

"Hey, sir, I've got a large wooden structure coming up on the screen." The Pelican pilot shouted over his shoulder to Unalaq.

The chieftain stepped forward and glanced at the pilots monitor. "That is it, prepare to attack."

On the surface of the water, an alarm klaxon sounded as White Lotus guards saw the approaching aircraft and started launching fire and water towards it. The Pelican pilot banked harshly to avoid a massive water geyser as it shot out of the ocean below them.

As the aircraft neared the wooden island, Carr smashed the ramp release button and the rear door slid open. As the Pelican passed over the platform, he and a few of his men opened fire on the guard towers with their MA5Bs, forcing the benders below threw up and ice shield in an attempt to protect themselves.

As the Pelican banked into a low orbit, P'Li placed her hand on Carr's shoulder and pulled him back slightly. "I've got this." She smirked. As the tower came back into view, she inhaled a sharp breath and leaned forward slightly. From the tattoo on her forehead, a faint vapor trail shot towards the tower, before it erupted into a massive explosion.

All Carr could do was look in awe at the woman as she glared at the next tower and repeated her previous engagement. As two of the towers collapsed under flames, the lead Pelican set down on the platform.

Unalaq and P'Li strolled across the wooden deck as if there was no danger at all as the second Pelican continued to orbit overhead, firing on the last two towers. Carr and two of his men followed a few feet behind, firing in the direction of the remaining benders. "Let me guess!" The Insurrectionist shouted above the gunfire. "This one controls dirt?"

Unalaq nodded without turning around as he approached the wooden cage. "Not just earth, but lava as well." P'Li allowed a flame to appear in her hand, and easily burnt through the wooden bars.

The third and fourth towers finally fell silent, but the second Pelican continued to orbit overhead, looking for targets. "Ghazan, come on out." Unalaq barked.

"Chief of the Northern Water Tribe…" A medium height man with tanned leather skin and long black hair stepped out of the cage. "I'm surprised you remember my name…"

P'Li embraced Ghazan. "It's good to see you." She said quietly.

"I'm surprised you came to get me before your boyfriend…" The Earth bender chuckled.

Unalaq clasped his hand upon the man's shoulder. "They are both going to be free soon as well."

Ghazan nodded as he turned to face Carr. "And who the hell are these guys?"

"These are our newfound allies." Unalaq nudged the group back towards the aircraft. "Come, we haven't much time until our plans must be enacted. We need to get the others."

The Pelican lifted off and headed towards the tall mountains in the distance.

**Whale Tail Island**

As the group exited the airship, an ODST and a messenger were already waiting outside the walkway. "Sir, General Iroh is waiting for you in the war room."

As they walked in, Iroh was bent over the massive world map on the table before him. Korra's father Tonraq stood in a corner talking to an elderly man in Fire Nation robes. When the two noticed the Avatar come in, they halted their conversation and walked over.

"Korra, I'm glad you're back." Tonraq embraced his daughter.

Korra returned his hug, and looked the old man over. "Dad, who is this?" She asked.

Tonraq and the old man smiled. "Korra, this is Fire Lord Zuko."

The Fire Lord held out his hand to greet the Avatar. "It has been many years since I last saw you." He said in an elderly, yet strong voice.

"It is nice to finally meet you." Korra bowed.

"And you must be the Spartan." Zuko turned to Roland. "I have heard great things about you and your brother in arms from my grandson."

Roland looked slightly confused as he bowed as well. "I'm sorry sir, I don't believe I've met your grandson."

"I believe you have." Zuko smiled knowingly as an old man would.

General Iroh approached the group. "Grandfather, if you are finished, we must figure out how to continue from here." Zuko winked at Roland as they all took their places around the map.

"First, the Earth Queen's initial attack has stalled." Iroh motioned the portion of the map with several tank figures. "It seems the Insurrectionist forces have more help in the skies, because fire rained from the heavens and destroyed an entire Earth Kingdom Division."

Roland shook his head. "I told them it would be a futile waste of life."

The General moved to a smaller map representing the City of Chin. "The Insurrectionist forces have tightened their defensive perimeter, which brings me to the next issue at hand, the Northern Water Tribes involvement."

"The Earth Queen claimed that Northern troops were assisting the Insurrectionists in defending their area, and that they had ships off shore to prevent a naval attack." Korra jumped in.

Iroh nodded gravely. "We are unsure how this alliance happened, but it is believed that it is just a few scattered reports and that this act isn't sanctioned by the Northern Water Tribe as a whole."

Captain Wayne stepped in. "From what the reports said, a 'Chief Unalaq' was seen setting the troops in place and moving around with Captain Streks, the Insurrectionist commander."

Tonraq and Zuko exchanged knowing looks. "That is grave news indeed…" Tonraq stroked his beard. "I had always prayed the rumors weren't true, but it seems that this act, along with the reports from the north has confirmed it."

"What happened in the north?" Korra asked.

"Thirteen years ago, an attempt was made to kidnap you as a young girl." Zuko explained. "The perpetrators were captured by Chief Sokka, myself, Katara, and Toph. It was incredibly difficult, to subdue them, but once they were in chains, they were moved to prisons that hampered their bending abilities."

"Who were these people?" Korra cut Zuko off.

"We still don't know." The old Fire Lord stroked his chin and walked around the table. "Even after thirteen years of interrogation, they never broke. It was rumored that your uncle Unalaq had something to do with the kidnapping attempt, but no evidence could ever be found to convict him, and the prisoners denied ever seeing him."

"So what has come to light to change that?" Roland asked.

"We received reports earlier that the artic prison holding the fire bender P'Li was attacked and she was broken free." Tonraq added gravely. "Several of our men were shot and killed, but one survived to send back the report. He claimed Unalaq was apart of the attack, but there was no reason for him to be anywhere near the site, but with the Insurrectionist support, we would be able to travel far faster than we anticipated."

A United Forces radio operator rushed into the room. "General Iroh, we just received word that the prison holding Ghazan and he was broken free."

Iroh dismissed the man and looked at the group gravely. "There are only two more prisons they will be visiting." The general placed markers on the map. "Zaheer, their leader is being held in a mountain cell located here."

Zuko slowly moved around the table. "And Ming-Hua is being held in a volcanic prison on this island." The firelord pointed to the location off the Fire Nation coast.

Tonraq glanced at the map. "If they continue on the same route, they are probably breaking Zaheer free and are then moving towards the volcano to get Ming-Hua."

"Then let's stop them there." Korra smashed her finger into the location on the map of the volcanic prison. "We can get there ahead of them and set up an ambush."

Iroh nodded. "It would be the best place to lay an ambush. The volcanic rocks and steam would conceal us until it is time to strike."

Zuko shook his head. "There is one problem." He pointed to the Avatar. "You were once their goal, and we can only assume that you still are."

Korra was about to protest when Tonraq cut her off. "It's not safe for you Korra. Regardless of if you are the Avatar or not, we need to keep you safe."

Korra looked to Roland for support, but he threw up his palms in submission. "Hey, don't look at me, I agree with them."

"And now, we come to the final issue." Iroh looked at Captain Wayne. "We do not have to technology or the ability to fight these Insurrectionist forces."

Captain Wayne nodded his agreement. "My men are willing to train you, but we barely have enough weapons and ammo to sustain ourselves. Is there any way you could produce more?"

Everyone thought for a moment, but no answers could be found. Just as Iroh was about to speak again, Varrick poked his head into the room. "I couldn't help but overhear the dilemma you have found yourselves in." He said cheerfully.

"And just what might you be able to do about it?" Tonraq asked.

Varrick strolled in and examined Captain Wayne's MA5B. "It's perfect!" He exclaimed. "I know some top notch metal benders in Zaofu, they are able to produce anything! I bet they could create some of your fancy boomsticks."

Tonraq nodded. "Lin's sister lives there. We could get her to help with production."

"Wait, isn't that in the Earth Kingdom?" Roland asked.

Iroh summoned the group back to the map. "It is, but it there are several hundred miles separating the Metal Clan in Zaofu from Chin. I think it would be a safe staging point to prepare for an attack."

"Very well, here's the plan then." Captain Wayne took charge. "A group of us will head down to the Volcano and stop Unalaq and his men, I'll send Gysgt Grylls and the rest of my men to Zaofu with the Avatar to begin training forces to attack the Insurrectionist at their base."

Iroh took over. "I'll start sending forces to the Metal Clan to be the initial wave of troops for training. As soon as you are finished with Unalaq on the island, you can move to meet us."

Zuko looked over the group. "It is a good plan…" He said solemnly. "I will visit the White Lotus and the Fire Nation and have them begin sending troops to be trained in this new form of warfare."

Tonraq nodded in agreement. "I'll head back to the Southern Water Tribe and do the same."

"Good, then all seems decided." Iroh stepped back from the map. "Roland, Captain Wayne, you have as many of my men as you need to stop Unalaq and his plot."

Roland nodded. "Thanks, sir. I already know who I want to take along with Mako and Bolin."

"What about Asami?" Korra asked.

"I think she needs to go with you." Roland glanced at Varrick. "She is an inventor, like her father. Maybe between the two of them, the can come up with some stuff to help us get ahead in this war."

Wayne shook General Iroh's hand. "I'll pass the word to Gunny Grylls, General." As he left, he glanced to Roland. "Same team as before." He said.

"Alright everyone, I should see you all in Zaofu in a few days." Zuko said as he bowed and then walked out of the room.

Korra and Roland walked back to the airship to get Asami. "Be careful." Korra said as she hugged Roland's armored chest.

"I will." Roland returned her embrace and kissed her on the forehead. "See you in a few days."

Korra nodded as she walked into the ship to get Asami. Roland turned on his heal and jogged towards the nearest radio. "Soldier, call the Sergeant Zhang and get the Raiders up to the flight deck now!"

"Yes sir."

**Defensive perimeter outside the city of Chin **

"Hold fast…" Streks looked over the battlefield before him as the sun slowly rose out of the east. It seemed as if for every one of the Earth Kingdom soldiers they killed, two more took their place. Many of them weren't even armed, they were just being used as fodder for the attack after many of the benders were killed in the initial assault.

The pair of Insurrectionist's soldiers looked at him with doubt. They two could see the wave of enemies before them, and it seemed pretty grim. Hours before, the fleet in orbit had rained fire from the sky, driving the Earth Kingdom's initial assault back, but now it seemed they had redoubled their efforts to take the ground back.

Streks had already called down nearly every Pelican from the ships in orbit. More troops and weapons were now reinforcing the perimeter, and he had ordered the Pelicans to be outfitted for a gunship role. His fleet also had a handful of Hornets, and he planned to use them to escort the lumbering Pelicans over the battlefield.

This second defensive line was barely outside of the city perimeter. Streks had positioned his best men with DMR's and Sniper Rifles inside of the buildings to look for targets of opportunity before them. Machine guns and Warthogs were positioned over the main avenues of approach, and rifleman along with water benders were spread in between.

If the worst came to worst, he still had a lot of firepower in orbit, and he was prepared to use it, but with the cost of already firing one of his limited supply of MAC rounds, he hoped to save the others for later.

After what seemed like an eternity, a dull cry sounded from Earth Kingdom lines. "Ready the mortars." Streks spoke into the radio.

As the Earth Kingdom army surged forward, mortars and rockets started streaking across the battle space into the packed troops. As rounds detonated on target, more and more men seemed to fill in the gaps. As the army entered within a few hundred meters, the machine guns and precision shooters opened fire. Death was everywhere in the scorched field before them. Men were cut down by the hundred, but still the Earth Kingdom army surged forward. Streks didn't know this, but the Queen had issued an order that any man who retreated would have his entire family killed as punishment for his desertion.

As the waves neared the lines, rifles started popping, joining in the dull roar of the machine guns. Finally, the Pelicans and Hornets flew overhead, firing rockets and 20mm chain guns into the densely packed army below. It seemed to take hours, but after a few minutes, the attacked finally stalled. The Insurrectionist lines had held once more, but before them lie the bodies of thousands of dead Earth Kingdom soldiers.

The aircraft had returned to the small airstrip to be refitted, so Streks started to move along the line, checking his men. Many of them hadn't slept in the past twenty hours. It had been a long night, but his men steeled themselves for yet another attack, but it never came. The line had held, and Streks received reports that what was left of the Earth Kingdom army was withdrawing to prepare to fight another day.

**Volcanic Prison Island **

****Roland, Captain Wayne, and the detachment of ODST's had readied themselves for a fight before arriving. The had scrapped together all the ammo the could recover, but Roland really wished he could have gotten back to his house on Avatar Island and gotten a Rocket Launcher and some heavier weapons to deal with the Pelicans.

Mako and Bolin had been stationed with Sgt. Zhang and the Raiders. The plan was to allow Unalaq and his men to enter the top portion of the prison, then cut them down with interlocking fields of fire. Finally, Zhang and the Raiders would come in from behind and take out whoever remained.

The volcanic gases were potent, even through the Spartan's helmet, he coughed occasionally. No report had come yet about the mountain prison, but everyone was confident something would happen soon.

**One hour prior  
><strong> 

It only took a few moments for Carr and his men to engage the handful of White Lotus guards protecting the small prison atop a spire. With the men dead, the Pelican pilot expertly set his rear landing gear in the side of the mountain, allowing Unalaq, P'Li, Carr, and Ghazan to disembark and walk over to the cell.

"Zaheer!" P'Li shouted as she ran up to the cage and embraced him through the bars. Before anything else could be said, Ghazan melted to metal bars, allowing Zaheer to step out as a free man.

"Unalaq." Zaheer nodded toward the Water Tribe chieftain.

Unalaq held out his hand. "I told you I would be back when the time was right." He smirked.

Zaheer clasped his hand and shook his head in agreement. "Indeed you did. Have you recovered the Avatar yet?"

"Come." Unalaq said as the Pelican set down on the side of the mountain once more. "Let me explain on the way."

**I hope you enjoyed this chapter! We're getting ready for a pretty big fight coming up in the next chapter. I tried to model the Earth Kingdom attacks off of the Chinese attacks on American lines in the Korean war. I hope you are enjoying the book so far, and please leave a review to tell me what you think. **
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**Chapter 8**

Zaheer was lost in thought as the group flew upon the massive machines towards the volcanic prison that held Ming-Hua. The entire chain of events was incredible, and it seemed as if the Red Lotus could still achieve their goal if they used this newfound ally with the Insurrectionist's. The might of their army could be used to completely topple world regimes, and then they could finally use the handful of Red Lotus benders to kill off the key leadership, finally allowing the world to return to a full balance and order.

The fact that Unalaq had been so close to the Avatar, but didn't even make a move enraged Zaheer, but he said nothing. They needed her to open the portals to the spirit world, and then they could finally enact the thirteen year old plan to kill her and end the Avatar cycle.

All of this however hinged on the safe recovery of Ming-Hua, and then the return to Chin city to locate the Avatar. From there, it should be relatively straight forward to do what must be done for the good of the world.

As the ship flared into a hover, Zaheer caught Ghazan's eye and smirked. It felt just like old times again, only with better support. He had always felt slightly under prepared fighting alongside some of the best benders in the world, but what he lacked in bending abilities, he made up for in his chi blocking and his cunning plans. The ramp dropped and everyone rushed out. As Carr's men secured the area and everyone started to move inside, not noticing the flicker that came from the shadows.

**Roland's POV**

A pair of Pelicans hovered a few feet above the volcanic rock, causing debris to fly up everywhere around the small plateau, but no one moved an inch. As the ramps dropped, Insurrectionist troops jumped out, mostly armed with assault rifles or battle rifles. The troops hastily secured the area, and an assortment of other individuals stepped out. From what Roland could see, it looked like a few Northern water tribe soldiers, a handful of individuals in prisoners attire, and Korra's uncle.

He initiated the active camo in his SPI armor and slowly eased forward. "Captain, I'm going to try to disable one of the Pelicans." Roland whispered through the helmet comms.

There was a moment's pause before Captain Wayne retorted with a simple. "Roger." The ODST had things planned a certain way, but he knew it would be hard to restrain the Spartan, so he let him go.

As Unalaq and the others approached the entrance to the prison, nearly a hundred meters from where their Pelicans rested and one of the Insurrectionist's held his hand up for the group to freeze. "What's wrong?" One of them asked.

The man had a shaved head and clutched an MA5B. "What's missing right now?" He hissed.

The group paused in thought before a tall woman exclaimed. "The guards!"

Captain Wayne didn't miss a beat. "Weapons free." He hissed into his mic as his finger tightened on his rifle. A sputter of automatic fire ripped through one of the Insurrectionist troops, causing him to spin slightly as he toppled to the ground.

The rest of the ODST's opened fire at the same time, spraying hot lead into the clustered group of fighters. It took the water benders a moment to react, resulting in two of them being mortally wounded by Ssgt Travis, but they quickly threw up an ice shield to protect themselves.

"HELLJUMPERS! HIT EM!" Captain Wayne shouted as he slid over the volcanic rock he'd used for cover. His sights rested on Carr's breast plate, but seemingly out of nowhere, the position he'd just occupied erupted in a massive explosion, knocking him on his face.

The other Helljumpers advanced forward, firing on the group, and wounding or killing several of the Insurrectionist and Northern Water tribe troops. No one realized that it had been P'Li's abilities that sent the Captain on his face.

Lance Corporal Maclmore had been the closest when the firing started. He closed with an Insurrectionist trooper who was firing wildly towards Ssgt Travis and Cpl Anders. The ODST brought his rifle back and smashed it into the open face of the Insurrectionist. Smashing the man's nose into his skull, killing him instantly. As his body crumpled, Maclmore fired twice into the bloodied face to ensure the man was dead. He shouldered his weapon and turned his attention back towards the group fighting their way back towards the Pelicans. Through a gap in the ice shield, he saw the tall woman staring at him, and though he felt his spine tingle out of fear, he banished it and sighted in on her face.

At the same moment, LCpl Bronson and Sgt. Gurtan were moving down the opposite side of the slope, alternating firing and moving to heavily suppress the Insurrectionist troops. A round skipped off the volcanic rock and smashed into Gurtan's breastplate, but he continued on as if nothing had happened. As he charged down the hill, he caught Maclmore in the corner of his eye, firing a dead check into a fallen foe. As the grizzled Sergeant raised his rifle to cover Bronson's movement, a flash caught his eye from where Maclmore had been a moment before, however now there was nothing but a crater and some smoldering ashes. Unsure as to what had just happen, the Sergeant continue suppressing, trying to prevent the hostiles from escaping.

Captain Wayne had dusted himself off and continued firing downslope. A second explosion rocked the landscape and the ODST officer saw Lcpl Maclmore's IFF tag wink out on his HUD. He hoped the troopers helmet had just been hit, but knew he needed to focus on the fight now anyway. After what had seemed like eternity, but had in fact only been thirty second, the benders referring to themselves as the "Raiders" appeared from the prison entrance. The started launching fire and rocks towards the enemy, while there water bender attempted to protect them from the Insurrectionist's returning fire.

As a third explosion echoed above their heads, the leader of the Raiders shouted out "She's a combustion bender!" followed by a pair of fireballs in an attempt to melt the ice shields.

An instant later, the entire landscape morphed instantly. A massive earthen wall protected the remaining three Insurrectionist troops and the benders behind them. As the Raiders earth bender, a man named Dar, and Bolin rushed forward in an attempt to lower the earthen shield, the wall suddenly started to glow red, before finally melting into lava before their eyes and being hurled uphill towards them.

Mako shouted to his brother as the lava wall overtook the two earth benders, and by this point, everyone could see that Unalaq's group had nearly made it to their Pelicans. Captain Wayne and his troopers continued laying down fire, but it was being blocked and had little effect. As a fourth explosion resounded from down the slope, Northern Water tribe troops started loading up, about to escape. As the last two ran to the ship, one seemed to stumble and then both impacted the ground. The Pelican didn't waiver, but instead gunned its engine and lifted into the sky.

Moments before, Roland had just made it to the first Pelican when the gunfire started. He glanced uphill as gunfire sprayed into the unsuspecting North Water Tribe troops, and smirked as he slid into the open back of the Pelican. The pilot and copilot opened the cockpit door, likely from a radio call or just from the gunfire, and Roland wasted no time depositing a slug into each of their skulls. As the pair crumpled to the floor, Roland eased into the cockpit and powered down the first Pelican.

As he returned to the open bay, he saw that Unalaq's group had already moved much closer than he had expected them to. The other Pelican was already a foot off the ground, and he could hear the radio crackling in the helmet of one of the pilots. He ensured his M7S was off safe and checked his active camo in his HUD. He still had forty seconds remaining before the power cells would need to cool down and recharge.

A Northern Water Tribe warrior entered the Pelican first, and Roland materialized in front of him. The look of awe on his face instantly turned to one of anguish as Roland's caseless ammo stitched across his chest. As the man fell out of the way, the Spartan shouldered the submachine gun and rested his sights on an Insurrectionist rifleman. The suppressed rounds could barely be heard above the roar of gunfire echoing around them.

The Spartan shifted his aim, pausing long enough to see the tall woman fire the shot that killed Maclmore, but just before he could fire, the Pelican he stood within shook violently, causing his burst to go wide. He saw a man throw up a massive earthen shield and moments later watched as it turned to lava and was thrown uphill to cover their final retreat.

As his boots touched solid ground he heard a shout and saw Korra's uncle Unalaq pointing at him and bending a water whip in his direction. The Spartan's senses were already on highly strung from the adrenaline of combat, and he smoothly dove out of the way of the water as it crashed harmlessly behind the Pelicans ramp.

He had no idea what happen next. One instant, he was recovering from a combat roll, sighting in on the Chief of the Northern Water Tribe, the next, bits of lava rock and ash were thrown everywhere, and he felt himself being lifted up from an explosion that carelessly flung him a few meters, dropping him on his back. The few seconds it took for him to recover were enough for most of Unalaq party to get on board the single Pelican, but Roland saw he still had a shot. The last Insurrectionist shooter was falling back with a Water bender protecting them both from the gunfire and bending coming down the hill at them. Roland stitched his rounds across the men's exposed legs shredding muscle and bone, and causing the men to tumble to the rough ground.

As he stood, he heard the Pelican's engines rev loudly as the massive bird lifted into the sky, leaving behind a scene of death and destruction. The ground vibrated gently as everyone approach the landing site with caution. Bolin and Dar earthbent their way out of the cooling lava and jogged over as well, happy to have escaped unburnt. A man-sized hole into the rock extending in the direction of the prison cell was found by Lcpl Bronson. "What do you think this is?" He asked as he kicked a brass casing into the hole.

Sgt Zhang glanced down at the hole. "NO!" He shouted as he took off back up the hill. "Cover that exit!" He yelled back as Roland and Mako caught up to him.

"Captain, we're going into the prison." Roland spoke into his helmet. "I think one of them made it inside. Keep an eye out for that Pelican."

"Roger that Spartan, go carefully."

The three men rode the elevator down quickly to the prison level. The extreme heat from the lava in the center of the chamber was supposed to evaporate any and all moisture in the air to prevent this waterbender from escaping. As soon as the elevator touched the floor, Sgt Zhang motioned for the trio to freeze.

"What's the matter?" A crazed laugh came from the cage. "Did they get away?" Ming-Hua hissed.

"That wall." Zhang pointed. "They should have come through there."

The three spread out, Mako and Zhang flanking Roland in the center. "See anything" Mako asked in a hushed tone. The soot from the molten lava below made it difficult to see anything around them. After a few moments, Roland reached up and activated his helmet VISR. It instantly painted the ledge in a faint yellow outline. Zhang and Mako flashed red, then green, and then remained a bright yellow as the VISR scanned for threats. The optic cut through the soot, to reveal a hole in the wall big enough for a man to enter.

"Someone's in here." Roland told the others.

Zhang tensed, trying to see through the smoke enough to engage a threat. Roland swept the ceiling with his VISR and was about to turn to face the others when he caught a flash of movement. As he shouldered his M7S, the VISR flashed red as a figure earthbent the ground under Mako, sending him flying towards the ledge and the lava below. "Threat!" Roland shouted as he sprayed a burst towards the figure, but an earthen shield came up, blocking his rounds.

"I see him!" Zhang shouted as he sent a fireball towards Ghazan. The earthbender deflected the attack and aggressively closed the distance between the two.

"Mako, are you alright?" Roland shouted through his helmet speakers.

The firebenders voice sound strained when he replied. "A little help hear."

Roland glanced over his shoulder. All he could make out was Mako's hands gripping some lava rock, as the rest of his body presumably dangled over the edge. "Hang on!" Roland shouted. He didn't even realize his mistake until his M7S was smashed from his hands. By speaking through his helmet, his opponent had been able to locate him through the low visibility.

Zhang and Ghazan were going at it near the cage, and Roland was unsure who had hit him, until the second blow was landed. Even in his SPI armor, his opponent managed to find a soft spot under the arm and exploited it. Roland wheezed as he stood up to face the threat. A short man with wild hair and a beard stood before him in a fighting stance. Roland's VISR coated him in red before the Spartan could even reach for his pistol.

With speed that matched his own, the man rush Roland and kept him from drawing his pistol. The Spartan grabbed high on his arm and smashed his helmet into his face. The man flew back and seemed dazed momentarily, but slowly raised Roland's pistol.

"Still waiting!" Mako shouted as he tried to claw his was up. His feet search desperately for a foothold before he finally felt one. As he pulled himself up, he saw Roland and Zhang both fighting.

"Zaheer! Let's go!" Ghazan shouted from across the ledge. As he dodged one of Zhangs attacks, he smashed open the cage holding Ming-Hua. Mako rushed forward, throwing fire as he went, causing Ghazan to pause for a moment to engage this new assault.

"So you're Zaheer." Roland said to the man clutching his pistol two meters away.

Zaheer circled slowly to get a better vantage point. "Indeed, and you must be the Spartan." With his free hand, he unslung a satchel he'd been wearing. It sloshed slightly as he held it in his left hand. "I've heard a great deal about you."

Roland shrugged as Zaheer tossed the bag into Ming-Hua's cell without even looking. "Can't say I've heard anything about you."

Roland noticed the safety was still engaged on his pistol as his mind quickly decided on a course of action. "It is a shame we couldn't have fought on a more even playing field…" Zaheer sounded genuinely sorry for not being able to fight Roland in the open. "I feel the result could have been quite a show."

Roland dug his right foot into the lava rock. "If you say SO!" He shouted as he lunged forward. Zaheer pulled the trigger, but nothing happened, allowing Roland to grab the barrel and snatch it free of his grasp. As he deactivated the safety, he fired off a shot from his hip that struck Zaheer in the right leg, but before a single follow up shot could be made, he felt a massive earthen disk hit him and send him flying.

At the same moment, Ming-Hua appeared from her cell. She seemed to have bent water over her arms and like a flash, she grabbed Ghazan and Zaheer in her grasp and started swinging upwards on the water tentacles. "Cap'n their coming out!" Roland shouted in frustration. He emptied his magazine upwards at the fleeing trio, but none of his rounds struck home. As he snatched his M7S, he shouted. "Get topside!" to the others.

Mako's fingers were dribbling blood everywhere are the group ran to the elevator. It took precious seconds for them to reach the surface level, but at that point, Zaheer, Ming-Hua, and Ghazan were already gone.

Captain Wayne and the others ran up to the entrance. "No one's come out but you three." At that moment, everyone heard the whine of a Pelicans thrusters flaring. Hundreds of feet above them, the Pelican swooped in and touched its ramp to the side of the volcano. Roland could barely make out the three figures climbing on, but he was sure it was the group they had just fought.

The ODST's opened fire, their rounds denting the armored hull, but having little effect. After only a few moments, the engines swiveled around and the Pelican gained elevation, quickly disappearing into the clouds.

"They're gone…" Mako shook his head out of frustration.

Bolin grabbed his wrist. "What happen to you?" He asked his brother.

Mako glanced at his fingertips. The lava rock he had clung to had shredded the pads of his fingers, but he was simply happy to be breathing. "Nothing bro, just a close call." He hugged his brother out of relief.

"Alright Spartan" Captain Wayne slid his helmet off and sat down on it. His forehead was bleeding from where it had smacked the visor. "What the hell just happened back there?"

Roland sighed. "Sir, I honestly don't know." He to slid off his helmet and took a swig of water before passing around his bottle to the others.

Zhang took a knee in the group. "I can explain." He muttered. "Only a handful of firebenders can ever achieve combustion bending."

"I lost a good man back there." Wayne said motioning towards the chard ground where Maclmore had stood.

"I'm sorry for your loss, Captain, but I don't think many people realized her abilities." Zhang drew a strange eye shaped tattoo on the ground. "Even I don't fully understand how it is achieved, but a tattoo such as this is drawn onto the forehead, allowing them to direct there firebending into a tight area with only their mind, hence the explosions."

Captain Wayne nodded. "This place is just getting crazier…" he muttered.

"It's a rarer form of bending, sir." Mako added as the Raider medic Krok tended to his injured fingers. "Just like lightening, metal, or lava bending. Only a few people can master these traits."

"Alright, so where do we go from here?" Zhang asked.

Roland looked over his shoulder at the empty Pelican and then back to the group as a smile crossed his lips. "Any of you boys know how to fly?"

**I hope you enjoyed this chapter. I've been wanting to do a big fight scene since I started this book, and it's finally happened. I tried to incorporate both sides strengths into the fight, the ODST's aggressive nature, coupled with Roland's stealth and lone wolf style training. On the flip side, if you have season 3 of Legend of Korra, you know that Ming-Hua, Ghazan, and P'Li are all pretty bad-a benders, so I tried to incorporate them in as well. The Insurrectionist troops were supposed to kinda just be fodder, I don't think they would stand up well to a Spartan III and a group of veteran Shock troopers. **

**Still hoping to hear back from someone about some fan art for Legend of Roland or Ashes to Ashes. If you know anyone, send them my way! **


	9. Chapter 9

**Sorry it has taken me so long to update, and I apologize this is a shorter chapter, but I figured you'd rather have something than nothing! **

**This still isn't my idea, please don't sue me. **

**Chapter 9 **

"What the hell just happened!" Unalaq shouted as he smashed his fist into the Pelican seat. Three of his Northern Water Tribe warriors sat in the seats, trying to tend to each other injuries. The youngest of the three was the worst off. His legs had been shredded by bullets just before he entered the Pelican.

Carr knelt down, tending to his one surviving man. The other Insurrectionist who made it into the Pelican had been running with the critically injured Northern Water Tribe warrior. His femoral artery had been severed by a round and he had already died from his wounds before a tourniquet could be applied. As he glanced at the dead man, he felt rage welling up inside him."No one told us there was a Spartan!" Carr shouted as he stood to face Unalaq. "I would have brought fifty men with rockets and machine guns to face him! We were under prepared, and now nine of my boys are dead!"

Unalaq shook his head. "I am aware, I've lost men to, but you said your men were the best."

Carr knelt back down and tightened a bandage on the man before tending to his own gunshot wound on his arm. "They were, but that was a Spartan."

"He's just a man!" Unalaq laughed.

"No… not just a man." Zaheer said solemnly from the back of the Pelican. He limped forward, trying to keep as much weight off his injured leg as he could. "I fought him in the volcano. His speed rivals my own, and I believe he is much stronger than he appears. I don't know what fighting style he has studied, but he is proficient in it."

Carr laughed sarcastically. "He's a freakin Spartan…" Carr walked over to Unalaq and stuck a finger in his chest. "You have no idea what they are, do you?"

Unalaq simply shrugged. "I've met him once before, and nothing seemed significant about him."

Carr looked shocked, but got a hold of himself before he grabbed the chieftain by the shoulder and shook him violently. "You mean you met a Spartan in the flesh!"

Unalaq batted Carr away with his hands. "Yes, I met him a short time ago in the Southern Water Tribe."

"Impossible…" Carr whispered as he sat down in awe on one of the seats. "You mean you actually talked to him face to face?"

"Yes…" Unalaq still didn't see the significance. "He is in a relationship with my niece. The one we are going to capture."

"Not me…" The Insurrectionist muttered from the floor. "If there is a Spartan here, I don't want anything to do with it."

"What has gotten into you?" Unalaq asked. "He's just a man."

"Ha! 'Just a man'?" Carr mocked. "That 'man' is capable of taking out dozens of our best men. No wonder we lost a ship at the South Pole. He probably had something to do with it."

Zaheer was intrigued. "Tell me more about these 'Spartans'. Are there more of them?"

"I suppose." Carr muttered. "I'd never even seen one before today." He check his bandage before leaning back into the chair. "Rumor has it that they aren't even human. They run around like ghosts in their giant armored suits. Nothing short of an anti-tank round can stop them. They move like lightening, barely able to be seen, and they seem to know everything that happens around them."

The Insurrectionist trooper on the floor piped up. "One of my buddies saw one in action a few years ago from a camera. Said it took gunfire like it was nothing, grabbed a man's rifle and bent the barrel with his bare hands, before he caved in his skull with the other end."

"He was quite fast." Zaheer chimed in. "He could even see Ghazan when neither of us could see him."

P'Li walked over from the back of the Pelican. "Not only that, but how did he get behind us? He came strolling out of the other ship like he owned it."

"They're ghosts…" Carr shook his head.

"And then I hit him with a shot." She added. "He shook it off and acted as if it was nothing."

"No, you only hit near him." Unalaq tried to quiet everyone. "The man you hit was vaporized, and I'm sure this "Spartan" would have been to if you'd waited a second more to aim."

"Hmmpf, at least I did something." P'Li hissed as she stalked away to the back of the Pelican.

Carr turned back to Zaheer. "No one really knows anything about them." He added. "They stopped hunting us for the most part when the Covenant arrived, but a handful are still out there, waiting and watching, ready to take us on once more."

"Well, we'll be ready for him next time." Unalaq said confidently.

Carr shrugged as he leaned his head back to get some sleep. "I don't know. It depends on what the Captain says when we get there in a few hours."

**Zaofu**

Asami and Varrick bent over a table with a broken down MA5B in front of them. ODST Sgt Wells and a handful of Zaofu's best metal benders were standing nearby, waiting to assist.

"What does this do?" Varrick asked as he picked up a nail like object and stroked his chin.

Sgt Wells stepped forward. "That is the firing pin, it strikes the primer, igniting the change and…"

"Yes, yes.." Varrick cut her off. "And this?" He picked up a magazine a shoved his fingers into the guide spring. "It seems rather unimportant and flimsy…"

Sgt Wells sighed. "That is the magazine."

"And it's use?" Varrick asked without looking.

"It feeds the rounds into the weapon."

The coiled spring shot off Varricks finger like a rocket. "It must be important after all then."

"Varrick, why do you want to try to improve these?" Asami asked as she looked down the barrel. "The design seems pretty straight forward all ready."

"There just isn't enough to them!" Varrick exclaimed. "It needs to be more eye catching… Something that Varrick industries would be proud to have their name on."

Asami ran her fingers over the UNSC Globe and Eagle. "I think someone already beat you to it."

The doors slammed open and Korra strolled in. "Have you gotten it done yet?" She asked. One of the Metal Benders caught Korra's eye. He rolled his eyes slightly and shook his head.

"Nearly there!" Varrick hummed.

"Varrick… I think that Suyin is looking for you." Korra lied.

The inventor looked up. "Of course, the fans I built!" He ran out of the room without further explanation.

Korra smirked. "Now can you get started?"

Two of the Metal Bender stepped forward and each took a part. They walked over to a slab of steel that had been brought in and carefully reshaped a piece identical to the original. They then set the pieces down on a separate table and returned the original pieces. The other metal benders followed suit. Before long, all the parts were on the second table. Sgt. Wells assembled the weapon and performed an operations check.

"Everything seems fine…" She said. Reaching into her belt, she removed a loaded magazine. After chambering a round, she dawned her helmet and cranked off a few shots out the window towards a mountain. "It works!" She slid off her helmet as was smiling ear to ear. "I've never seen anything like this!"

"Good!" Korra turned to the metal benders. "We need a lot of these…"

The benders nodded and got to work as Korra turned to leave. As she walked down the stairs, she wondered how Roland was fairing against her Uncle. In that very moment, the Spartan was fighting Zaheer deep within the volcano, but Korra never had any idea. Lost in thought as she walked, Korra didn't notice General Iroh until she plowed into him.

"Korra!" Iroh chuckled as he stumbled back.

Korra shook herself back to reality. "Sorry Iroh, I was busy thinking."

"It's fine." The young general motioned to the court yard. "Come, there are troop outside I want you to see."

The two walked the short distance to center courtyard of the complex, were a few hundred troops for several nations were being physically demolished by a handful of ODST's. The troopers were leading them in some basic exercises and hand to hand events, but the hardened warriors were leaving the young fighters in the dust.

"It has been many years since our world had a war." Iroh looked solemnly over the men. "Our nations military's have become nothing more than glorified police forces…" Korra noticed an ODST motion for a dozen or so United Forces troops to attack him in hand to hand combat. The shock trooper barely hesitated in lunging forward and taking the fight to the troops, taking out four of them before they could react. He then quickly started taking out ones and twos, while keeping his defensive posture up. In less than a minute, he stood over the group, and was explaining why aggression carried the day. "Our men are scared to fight. To many rules have been placed on them in the past. Not only that, but after the One Hundred Years war, technology has barely increased at all in the military. We have to rely on what civilians like Varrick or Sato to create new weapons and then adapt them to our use."

"Do you think they will learn in time General?" Korra asked.

The man smirked, looking much like his grandfather had many years before. "These ODST's are maniacs… The have been fighting a war for years against a superior foe who gives no quarter and destroys entire planets." He placed his hand on Korra's shoulder and looked her in the eyes. "If anyone can train our forces in time, it is these men."

Korra smiled sadly. "It seemed so much easier with the equalists, but more have already died in the first engagements with the Insurrectionist army than died in the entire equalist incursion."

"Avatar, this is our generations fight, and your time to shine." Iroh encouraged her as best he could. "My grandfather told me that he foresees this war being more costly than any other, but that good will come of it."

Korra nodded. "I hope for all of our sakes that he is right."

**City of Chin **

Streks and a few of his men were forward of the defensive lines surveying the battleground. "Looks like we were lucky to survive…" One of the troops mumbled as he stepped over a dead body of an earth bender. Streks had ordered that the water benders assist in burying the dead, because the Earth Kingdom had left them where the fell, with no desire to return.

The radio in one of the Warthogs crackled, causing one of the men to jog over to see what was going on. He held the mic to his ear before looking towards Streks. "Sir, they want you back at the command center, it sounds urgent."

Streks kicked a hull of a burned out tank before returning to the 'Hog. "Alrighty then, let's head back." He jumped into the passenger seat and they took off for the city."

No more than five minutes later, they pulled to a stop in front of the building that had become their base of operations. Streks strolled into the room where Jordan Kyles sat at the radio console. "Carr needs you to call him right now, sir."

He grabbed the radio from its mount and pressed the push to talk. "Carr, this is Streks, where have you been? We've been under a serious attack here."

There was a moment's pause before Carr replied. "We've accomplished almost all of the tasks Unalaq put into place, but we lost a bird, and almost all of the men."

"WHAT!" Streks screamed into the mic "What happen!?"

"We were ambushed." Carr paused for a moment. "The ODST's have help. I think it is a Spartan."

Kyles slowly turned in her seat to meet Captain Streks gaze. Both of them knew the seriousness of the threat. "Why do you think that?"

"He came out of nowhere, and held his own against the best fighters we could throw at him. From what Unalaq said, he has been here for a while now, but I don't know how he got here or if there are more of them."

Streks dipped is head in thought. Was it possible the UNSC already knew of this world and had sent a Spartan to prepare the way for a further assault against his forces? Or could this somehow be just a random fluke? "When will you be back?" He asked.

"Twenty minutes, the Spartan hit our long range communications array, hence our lack of comm."

"Good, we have some planning to do."

**Eight hours later **

Streks and Unalaq had a pretty heated private argument after the Pelican set down, but everything seemed to be resolved and the two set about planning the next move.

Streks' goal was to make this area safe for his forces, Unalaq want to kidnap this girl and then take her to the south pole to open some portal. Streks found the entire thing retarded, but offered more support as long as the Northern Water Tribe forces remained in a defensive posture around the area.

After a few hour of rest, Carr approach Captain Streks. "Sir, I have a question for you, and I need ya to hear me out."

The Captain looked over his first mate before sitting down and nodding for him to continue. "From what Unalaq said, this Spartan is in a relationship with the 'Avatar' who he wants to capture. Logically, he is helping them with their defenses… Do you think he would be stupid enough to use our Pelican that we left there?"

Without a word, Streks stood up and opened a small computer. "Let's see if he did." He muttered as the program booted up.

Trackers appeared across the screen. A few were grey, either from being destroyed or being in orbit on the other ships. The rest showed up as bright blue on the LCD screen. "There, A-759" Carr pointed at the screen.

Streks clicked the icon and it pulled up the operation systems for the bird, along with a simple direction and distance to the aircraft. "That is a different direction than we came from." Carr pointed out. "Let me get Unalaq and see if he can make sense of this."

Carr jogged out of the room and made his way up a flight of stairs to where Unalaq, Zaheer, P'Li, and the others were at a table talking. "I think we found your Avatar." Carr motioned for them to come with.

Back in front of the computer, Streks pointed at the screen. "What is in that direction at that distance?"

Everyone gave him blank states except for Ghazan. "I know exactly where that is." He smirked. "That is the city of Zaofu, part of the Metal Clan."

"Well then, it seems we have our location, now for a plan…" Unalaq strolled over to a large table and the planning process started… Should the plan work, by the end of the next day, the Avatar should be in their possession.

**There… Like I said at the top, sorry for the late update. It's been busy around here. I know the Innies would have only fought Spartan II's, but they wouldn't have been able to tell much of a difference between them and the Spartan III's initially, and I believe the Spartan legends would have been pretty big within the Insurrectionist ranks. I wouldn't want some 7 foot tall walking tank coming after me… **

**This was a kinda rushed chapter. If you see any major mistakes, please leave a review or shoot me a PM and I'll get it fixed! **

**Hope you enjoyed it!**


	10. Chapter 10

**Sorry it has been awhile. I hope to appease you with a longer chapter that goes a little against my normal writing style. Hope you enjoy!**

**Halo and Avatar are still not my intellectual property.**

**Chapter 10**

As the sun set off to the East, a Pelican touched down in the center of Zaofu, a detachment of Metal Benders surrounded it, ready to attack whatever came out. Korra ran into the courtyard as the back ramp eased onto the ground. "Roland?" She hollered, slightly out of breath from running as quickly as she could.

A trio of ODST's were the first off, followed by Mako, Bolin, and the other benders, before finally Roland, Captain Wayne, and the remaining shock troopers made their way down the ramp.

Korra threw her arms around Roland's armored chest to hug him, which he quickly returned. "I'm so glad you're safe." Korra sighed. "Did you get Unalaq?"

Roland eased out of her embrace. "Unfortunately, no. They managed to escape with the last of the captives they were freeing."

"Back to Chin?" General Iroh asked.

Roland shrugged "I can only assume so. We killed quite a few of them, and managed to take this Pelican as well."

"How are my men and how is the weapons manufacturing going?" Captain Wayne asked Iroh.

"Your men are doing a tremendous job, Captain. I can only assume it is from their extensive training."

"They've seen a good bit of the real deal as well."

"Indeed. As for the weapons, please, follow me." Iroh turned and started up a flight of stairs with Roland, Korra, and Captain Wayne behind him.

"It took the Metal Benders a few tries to get it right." Korra chatted as they walked. The group turned at the top of the stairs and continued down the hallway towards the main hall. "Although once they got the system down, it has been amazing."

They opened a large double door, and before them laid hundreds of MA5B's. Metal Benders were at the far end of the room continuing to produce more and more of the rifles as assistants neatly stacked the rifles in piles of fifty. "Amazing…" Roland muttered as he picked up and cleared one of the rifles. "It feels just like it come off one of our assembly lines."

"What about magazines and ammunition?" Wayne inquired.

General Iroh stepped over one of the stacks and opened a smaller door. Inside, more metal benders sat with huge bins beside them, filled nearly to the top with ammunition.

"Good." Wayne ran his fingers through the casings. "I guess tomorrow we can start training on weapons. Hopefully it will be enough in time."

"Most of the candidates are already in their temporary courters, and I believe your men are standing by to see you." Iroh informed Captain Wayne.

"Very well. Spartan, it was a pleasure fighting with you today." He placed his hand on Roland's shoulder. "Enjoy tonight, because we don't know how many more we'll have."

Roland nodded. "I'm sorry for the loss of your trooper." He added solemnly.

Wayne shook his head. "It is always tough to lose a man, but he died doing what he knew best. Now we have to honor his memory by getting these Innies off this planet."

Roland smirked. "Indeed. Good night, sir."

As Iroh and Wayne rounded the corner, Korra grabbed Roland's chest plate and pulled him down into a kiss. "You heard the Captain" She muttered with her lips nearly pressed against his. "Better enjoy tonight." She grinned slyly and turned to walk towards her room. Roland shook his head as he felt his armor tighten slightly in a certain region, before smirking and following her into the bedroom.

She had been a few steps ahead of him, and when he entered the dark room, he felt her snake her arms around his neck. "You should take this suit off." She whispered into his ear.

As he dropped his helmet the two locked lips once more, and within moments, Roland had detached his chest armor and eased it to the floor. Korra helped him remove the armor on his arms and legs, and it gave her a slight flash back to the first night they'd met, when she had to remove his armor to see if he was even human. "What is this from?" She asked as her fingers ran across the chard metal where P'Li nearly vaporized Roland.

"It was just a close call." Roland grinned before he kissed her again. He drew his pistol and laid it on the night stand as was his evening ritual.

It wasn't long before armor sections were scattered across the floor and the two lovers were in her bed, entangled in each other's arms. Kissing each other, and holding on tightly. The scant sunlight remaining from the sunset was all the light that made its way into the room and before long, that too was gone. As they kissed, their lips slid apart, causing an audible popping noise, that made Korra giggle softly, and it wasn't long before Roland's tongue started to probe her mouth and moments later, Korra had done the same. The two lovers laid there in the darkness exploring one another and simply enjoying the time together.

As they kissed, Korra slid her hand into the chest section of Roland's body suit and eased off a section. The Spartan rolled on top of her and looked into her deep blue eyes. "Korra, are you sure?" He asked earnestly. "I thought you wanted to follow your tribe's traditions and wait until marriage?"

Korra craned her neck and kissed him passionately as she eased away another section of his suit. "I know." She whispered, tossing the under suit section off the bed. "But for all we know tomorrow might not even come, they have more weapons and men than we can amass, and for some reason my own uncle is after me… I don't even know what to think anymore with this world, but I know what I want tonight to be."

Roland kissed her tenderly as she finished. "You're positive?"

"We should have been married already." Korra whispered as she reached down and gingerly grabbed the firm lump in his lower region in response before kissing him.

As clothes were thrown to the floor and bodies intertwined, neither of the two could realize the danger that loomed on the horizon.

Nearly invisible to the naked eye from amongst the stars, the light from several pairs of engines drew closer to the Metal Clan.

As Roland and Korra explored each other's bodies in ways neither had ever experienced, dozens of Insurrectionist troops disembarked a kilometer away from the town, being led by Unalaq and the Red Lotus.

"I need the Avatar alive." Unalaq hissed over a borrowed intercom. "Everyone else is nothing to me."

"Yeah, we got it." Carr hissed over the mic. "This is only the fourth time you have reminded us you want her alive." He knew it was unprofessional to show emotion like this, but he didn't trust the chieftain at all, so he could care less.

Zaheer grasped Carr's shoulder to gain his attention. "Unalaq can be infuriating at times, but we must put up with him."

Carr shrugged. "He still got nine of my men killed."

"I am sorry for their loss, but let us press onward." Zaheer turned to walk away. "Please remind your men to hold their fire until they see us returning with the Avatar."

Carr keyed his mic. "Make sure you don't open up until we have positive confirmation of the Avatar."

Zaheer strolled over to the other members of the Red Lotus. "My friend, I have a two suggestions for you to heed." He said to Unalaq.

The chieftain turned and chuckled haughtily. "And what might that be?"

"First, the lesser, the warrior down there is better than any I have ever fought, as we enter the city, we must be vigilant for his presence and attempt to avoid him."

"You don't think the five of us can take him?" P'Li piped up.

Zaheer paused to choose his words. "While I do not doubt our fighting abilities in any way, I assure you, it would be most beneficial for us to avoid the Spartan during our infiltration."

"I don't think he will be a problem." Unalaq confidently crowed "But we shall remain alert for him. What of your second suggestion?"

Zaheer pointed towards the town. "The sun has just barely set, people are still awake and the sentries are vigilant. It is far too early for us to attempt to move in. I suggest we wait a few hours before continuing." Unalaq was about to respond, but Zaheer cut him off. "I know you desire to have the Avatar in your possession as soon as possible, but I do not think waiting a few hours to safeguard our success would be wasted."

"Very well." Unalaq conceded. "Pass the word for everyone to hold fast. We'll wait for a few hours…"

Back down below, Asami strolled towards Korra's room the show the Avatar a new idea she had for weapons in the future. As she neared the door, a few discreet moans and grunts were all that could be heard from the Korra's bed room. Blushing slightly because of what she almost walked in on, Asami turned and left, confident she could show the Avatar in the morning.

After nearly an hour, all was silent, individuals started to return to their guest rooms from a day of work. As the normal sounds of people preparing for bed echoed throughout the section of the home, Korra laid in Roland's arms, running her fingers over a pale scar on his forearm. "Where'd this come from?" She asked.

Roland cracked his eyes open and glanced at where she was touching. "Training accident I think." He said as he kissed the top of her head.

"And this one?" Korra rubbed a small burn on his abdomen. "That looks like it healed kinda funny."

Roland took her hand and held it in his own. "I think that was from a plasma grenade. It went off near me and burned away a good bit of my armor, but I guess the stuff works." As she caressed his hand, she felt the long thin scar on his shoulder. "You already know about that one." Roland sighed. "You sorta healed it yourself."

"I know…" Korra propped herself on her arms and kissed Roland delicately. Her blues eyes reflected the moon light as she broke the kiss and looked down at him. "Don't die anytime soon."

Roland wrapped his arms around her bare core. They were still naked from earlier, merely enjoying each other's touch. "I don't plan on it." He pulled her in tightly and held her close. "Stop worrying about me." He sighed.

"You've been too close to death to many times." Korra whispered in his ear. "I just don't want to lose you."

Roland kissed her lustfully, causing a soft moan to come from her lips. His hands trailed down her back, and soon the two lovers started for the second time that night.

Unalaq grew more and more impatient watching the town from above. "It has been over two hours since sundown." He huffed impatiently. "We are going now."

The Red Lotus fell in behind him and made their way down into the valley. It took nearly thirty minutes to close almost to the edge of the town. It was difficult to call Zafou a town. It was made up of several circular areas, each with a metal wall that could be closed to prevent access. Locking down each area, but also preventing the others from helping. Each night the walls were sealed, but the Red Lotus had a man on the inside, to allow them access.

The five of them slipped undetected into the walls of the city. Aiwei, one of the noble advisors of the city was secretly a member of the Red Lotus, he had arranged their access after being informed of the plan mere hours before by messenger hawk.

"Unalaq, I am glad you made it so quickly." Aiwei whispered. Even though they were within his quarters, it still paid to be cautious.

Unalaq clasped Aiwei's hand. "Thank you for your assistance my brother, have you completed the other task?"

Aiwei nodded. "Here is a simple diagram of the building the Avatar is in." He handed a map to Unalaq, which he then passed off to Zaheer. "She is in this room here."

"Everything seems well planned out." Ghazan motioned to the map. "What about the wall system?"

"I will be leading you there myself." Aiwei said. "You, Ming Hua and I will be able to kill off the guards and disable the walls." He glanced at Unalaq. "I presume you have an escape plan?"

"Indeed, but that will come when needed." Unalaq stood and motioned for Zaheer and P'Li to come with him. "Give us seven minutes, then lower the walls."

Ghazan nodded. "Good luck."

P'Li opened the front door silently and glanced around. Satisfied no one was watching, the two groups slid out and quickly made their way to their positions.

Ghazan, Ming Hua, and Aiwei followed a pathway to a door guarded by a single metal bender. "Aiwei, what can I do for you, sir?" The guard asked as he bowed slightly. Ming Hua flowed around the other two and smacked the man with a water whip, knocking him to the ground unconscious and shattering his jaw. As Ghazan opened the door, Aiwei dragged the guard inside so Ming Hua could freeze him out of sight. Aiwei the metal bent the lock on the door to slow anyone from getting in. They jogged down a flight of stairs into the inner workings for the town.

Almost everyone had already left for the night, so the trio was able to move to the guard hit without incident. The small guard hut was located next to the massive gears that opened and closed the walls for the town. It was their job to open the walls at dawn, and then they would be replaced by another shift. Because it was inside of the heart of the town, it was considered one of the easiest guard posts, and was often fought and traded over.

The three male and two female guards inside had no idea what was happening as a thick for rolled into the room. The door latch clanked as it opened, and a furry or small pebbles was launched in at face level, killing two of the guards and destroying the radio before it could be used.

The three remaining guards jumped up from a game of Pai Sho, dazed and confused by the fog. Suddenly the fog dropped and they faced three very sinister looking individuals. Ghazan was holding a molten rock in his hand, and as the first guard made a move, he thrust it at his chest, burning through the breast plate and cooking his insides.

Over the death cries of their friend, the other two guards threw up the metal table as a shield, as a water whip from Ming Hua lashed out at them. Just as one of them prepared to fight back, the table was cast aside by Aiwei and Ming Hua froze their feet in place. Aiwei raised his open palm, and clenched his fist, crushing both guards helmets with their heads inside, causing their bodies to awkwardly fall to the floor, as warm blood started to melt the ice.

"Alright, how much longer do we have?" Ming Hua asked Ghazan.

He shrugged. "I'd say about three minutes. Then we go back the way we came."

At the same time, Unalaq, Zaheer, and P'Li were moving through a garden just outside of Korra's building. "There. That's the one Aiwei said." Zaheer pointed to a window. From the concealment of the bushes, he peered inside. Korra and Roland were in each other's arms kissing with just a sheet over them.

P'Li chuckled. "If there was a better time to catch the Avatar off guard, I can't think of one."

Unalaq shrugged. "Zaheer, ready the darts."

The martial arts master nodded as he pulled a short bamboo rod from his sash and inserted a tiny needle. He held a second dart between his fingers, ready to stun the man with the Avatar as well. A soft moan wafted out of the window as he raised his blow gun. It was a difficult shot with them lying down, but he had a solution.

Korra caressed Roland's cheek as they lay there. "That was even better the second time." She sighed.

Roland kissed her forehead. "I love you." He whispered.

Korra's smile beamed in the darkness. "I love you too." She murmured, half asleep already.

Outside the window, a branch broke. Roland sat up a bit, but was held down by Korra. "Did you hear that?" He hissed.

Korra yawned. "It was probably someone spying on us." She joked. "Just go to sleep with me."

Zaheer could see the man now, but could only make out the Avatar's head, so he went took the shot.

"Ow." Roland's hand shot up to his neck and pulled out a small dart.

"What's wrong?" Korra asked. A wave of nausea washed over Roland as he muttered something incoherent before collapsing halfway off of the bed. "Roland?!" She sat up and noticed the dart in his hand. "No!" She shouted, about to airbend the window closed, but it was too late. As she sent the gust of air, she felt a prick in her neck and a moment later felt sick before falling back into the bed asleep.

"Good shooting." P'Li congratulated Zaheer as they entered the room. She kicked a few armor plates out of the way before glancing at the two unconscious victims. "Looks like they were having fun."

Unalaq shook his head. "Cover her with something and let's get out of here." P'Li grabbed Korra's blue shirt and slid it over her head and then quickly slid her pants up her legs before grabbing her arm and hauling her upright. It had been less than two minutes.

Zaheer was squatting, looking over Roland's unconscious body. "Well, I'm not gonna carry her." P'Li whispered harshly to Zaheer.

He nodded silently and shouldered the Avatar as if she was a sandbag. "I don't know who that man is, but he has seen a few fights." Zaheer whispered as he stepped across the windowsill.

At the same time, Roland's body was in an overdrive. His heart rate was already elevated from the evening's activities, and his body had managed to inject a small amount of adrenaline into his blood before succumbing to the near instant effects of the poison. The darts were made to keep a normal man unconscious for over an hour, but Roland's body groggily fought itself awake. His eyes were cloudy as he saw the first form going out the window carrying someone over their shoulder. He was slumped halfway off the bed, but his had reached out for his M6C on the night stand. The night sights were blurry, but out of instinct, he raised the pistol and clicked off the safety.

Unalaq turned as he heard metal scrapping across the wooden nightstand. The safety on Roland's pistol clicked off loudly as Unalaq muttered "Impossible" under his breath. The first shot caught him in the left shoulder, causing him to stumble backwards as blood poured from the wound.

He stumbled out the window as a pair of follow up shots thumped into the wall behind him. P'Li turned to help him, but instead he simply hiss "GO!" to her, and they were off, jogging towards Aiwei's house.

Roland tried to sit up, but he simply fell off the other side of the bed, smashing his head against his chest plate. He fumbled around for his MP7, and as soon as he felt the familiar frame in his hand, pulled it close and used the quick release to slide the suppressor off. Pointing it one handed at the window, he fired off a ten round burst into the garden.

"What was that?" Zaheer spun around to look in the direction of the gunfire. Lights started coming on and people were moving around.

P'Li shoved him gently. "We need to hurry…"

Roland dropped the submachine gun and started putting his bodysuit and armor back on. He had done it so many times that his body ran through the motions on autopilot. After a few moments, a groggy Mako pounded on the door. "Roland, what's going on in there?" He muttered.

"Thefv got Torra!" Roland shouted, just now realizing his mouth was numb from the poison as well.

Mako took off down the hallway. "Get up, we're under attack!" He shouted as he pounded on doorways.

Somewhere an alarm klaxon blared sending the guards to full alert. From tower near Aiwei's house, a metal bender saw three people carrying something and relayed the word. In seconds, Metal Benders descended on Zaheer, P'Li, and Unalaq.

P'Li looked irritated at the dozen or so guards in front of her. "Stand down!" one of the guards shouted.

The combustion bender shrugged before she fired a blast into a tightly packed trio of guards, killing two of them and knocking the others to the ground.

Under the city, Ghazan felt the vibration from the explosion. "I guess it's time." Ming Hua smirked as she formed an ice rod and shoved it into the lock holding the gear back. With a loud clang, the metal broke free and the gears started spinning.

"Come, we must get above ground." Aiwei shouted.

The group ran back the way they came, and emerged to see the massive walls of the city falling down above them, and Zaheer, Unalaq, and P'Li in a fight with the remaining Metal Benders. Ghazan sent a wall of Lava at the benders from behind, and they never even saw it coming.

As the two groups rallied Unalaq grabbed P'Li's shoulder. "We're too exposed… Send the signal for the secondary extract."

The firebender looked to the sky and sent a huge fireball towards the heavens. From the hillside nearby, Carr clicked off his safety. "Get those gunships in the air." He shouted into his mic. "Start the Hog's and get ready to rock!"

Moments after the fireball was seen, all hell broke loose upon the Zafou. Pelicans orbited overhead, using their sensors to distinguish who was friend, and firing to keep the additional metal benders back from the group.

Captain Wayne ran into the courtyard in full kit just in time to see a few of his Hell Jumpers doing the same. "Let's move!" He shouted as they took off in a sprint towards Unalaq's group.

Roland had finally managed to stand up, and was slowly making his way out the window when he'd seen the dark figures go. His heart was pounding in his ears, and he felt like vomiting, but he knew Korra need him now. Forcing his body into a painful jog, he heard the Pelican's overhead firing down.

Warthog engines roared above the noise outside the low outer wall. "Get clear!" Someone shouted before a block of C12 detonated, sending chunks of rock skyward and opening a hole for the Warthogs to get in.

As soon as the first vehicle saw a moving target, the Insurrectionist on the turret opened fire, cutting the metal bender in two before he could react. Half a dozen Warthogs poured through the hole and sped towards Unalaq's position, firing at everything as they went.

At the same time, General Iroh was grabbing an MA5B for the first time. "Sir, we don't even know how to use these…" One of his soldiers spoke up.

Iroh flashed a smile at the young troop. "No time to learn like the present!" He shouted before he chambered a round and jogged towards the gunfire.

Once the Warthogs made it to Unalaq's position, they formed a hasty perimeter established fire superiority with there M41 LAAG's. "Get the Avatar on the vehicle!" Unalaq shouted to Zaheer over the roar of gunfire. The Pelicans had pulled off to prepare to extract the Warthogs, so the ground forces were all the support they had.

On the other side of a building, Captain Wayne was establishing his ODST's and the handful of Iroh's troops to prepare for a counter attack. "Earth benders, I'll need some cover in the open right away. Aim for the men on the turrets, and then start pushing up from there."

A brief lull occurred in the fire as the Insurrectionists looked for targets, and suddenly men appeared from every corner, pouring rifle fire onto the exposed trucks. "Push forward!" Wayne shouted.

He received an "ARRUA!" from his ODST's as the rounded their personal corners and advanced, all the while pouring deadly accurate rifle fire onto the hogs. The Insurrectionists' tried to return fire, but the sight of nearly thirty black clad hell jumpers advancing towards them caused mild panic in their ranks.

Rounds peppered the windscreen and sides of a Warthog. "We gotta go now!" one of the drivers shouted as he gunned his engine. As those words left his mouth, a pair of bullets hammered into his thigh. His buddy was trying to tie on a tourniquet, but was shot in the back by an ODST and slumped over.

Carr knew if they didn't evac soon, it would be too late. He had plenty of wounded, and a few dead already, and he didn't like the idea of getting everyone wiped out for this stupid girl. "Go now!" He shouted into his radio.

The first vehicle was carrying a trio of Insurrectionist's and Aiwei to show the direction out, but as soon as it had covered ten feet, a small detonation occurred under it, tipping the Warthog and igniting the fuel tank. Aiwei was thrown from the vehicle and was cut down by rounds from some unseen foe.

"Keeping moving!" Carr shouted into the radio. "Back the way we came!"

The number two vehicle carrying Unalaq, Zaheer, P'Li, and an unconscious Korra zipped passed the wreckage. The young drive had been paying attention on the way in, and knew where he was headed.

As the third vehicle passed the wreckage, it shook slightly. "What was that?" Ming Hua asked the driver from the passenger seat. He looked passed her and turned ghostly white with fear.

"Ugh…." Was all he could stammer as Ming Hua turned to look. A gloved hand materialized from nothing grabbed her by the throat and violently threw her from the vehicle. Roland raised his M6C and shot the gunner on the LAAG in the face before shooting the two passengers seated on the deck firing back at the ODST's.

With his eyes fearfully fixed on the Spartan, the Insurrectionist driver wasn't paying attention and slammed the Warthog into a metal house, sending himself flying through the windscreen to his own death. Roland smashed into the house, but stood and shook himself off before jumping into the driver seat of the Warthog. The last vehicle sped past him towards the column, having slowed to pick up Ming Hua.

"Go!" Some of the ODST's nearby shouted and waved to Roland before firing towards the column.

The Spartan threw the shifter into gear and smashed the peddle into the floor board. "Wait!" A voice shouted. Roland threw the vehicle into drive and glanced over his shoulder as a pair of ODST's jumped on board. He recognized them as Corporal Anders, and Lance Corporal Bronson.

Anders racked the LAAG. He had carved a small crooked smile into the front of his faceplate, and it fit perfectly with the moment. Roland smashed the peddle to the floor and the Warthog took off after the others.

Once they cleared the town, the Insurrectionist column slowed enough to allow the other vehicles to catch up. "Number three is coming up fast!" One of the troops shouted into his radio. It echoed from the radio in Roland's Warthog. "Good" Another voice on the radio. "Three, fall in a the back of the column and prepare for extract." Without hesitation, Roland saw his chance. He flashed his headlights in response, allowing the darkness to camouflage himself and the ODST's.

"Hold your fire, and get off the gun." Roland said as he tugged at Anders ankle. "We're going after them in a different way." The ODST sat down and readied his MA5B, still tense and ready to jump on the gun if something happened. Roland cautiously fell in the back of the column, being careful to keep enough distance from the next vehicle to prevent them from noticing the Warthog was full of Insurrectionists worst nightmares.

The column neared a large open field about six kilometers from Zafou. Pelicans hovered a few feet off the ground with guide wires lowered, ready to be hooked into the Warthogs. As Roland slid under a Warthog, Bronson and Anders hooked the lines into place. As the first Pelican lifted off, the Pelican dropped a ladder down from the hell hole to allow what the pilot thought were friendly forces inside.

Roland scaled the ladder and motioned for the two ODST's to follow him up. As he neared the top, he initiated his active camouflage and silently slid into the bird. The pilots left the door to the cockpit open. "How'd it go?" One of them shouted back into the troop bay.

Roland paused long enough to ensure they weren't receiving any radio transmissions before he shot them both in the back of the head in rapid succession. Grabbing the stick from the pilot, he pulled his dead body from the seat and sat down. Blood had already started pooling on the floor as the ODST's entered the cockpit. "Dang…" Bronson whispered. "You really don't waste any time, do you?"

Roland shrugged as he slid off his helmet. "Either of you know anything about these things?" He asked.

Anders sat down in the copilot seat tapped at the console as Roland picked up the pilots bloody headset and slid it on. "We're Hat Trick 2-5." The ODST said.

Roland nodded as he maneuvered the aircraft into formation. After a few minutes the radio crackled. "Listen up." It was the same voice who had been giving commands earlier. "We're heading to the South Pole. Hat Trick 2-1, 2-2, and 2-3, return to base and stand by to recover our Warthogs. 2-4, 2-5, and 2-6, drop in low and slow, get ready to jettison your cargo. We'll be linking up with Sickle 4-1 through 4-4 in 70 klick's for more support, then we'll be headed starting to these coordinates."

Anders tapped on the screen. "I got em." He murmured.

"Roger up when you're good."

"Carr, this is 2-4. We're good."

"2-6 to Carr 2-Actual, we've got it."

Roland depressed the transmit button. "This is 2-5, we're solid."

"Roger, all aircraft head in and drop your load." Bronson and Anders let out the breath they'd been holding.

Roland craned his neck back to see the two shock troopers. "Well gentleman, it looks like we are part of the Insurrection now…"

Bronson just shook his head. "Thank God for the fog of war…"

**Well, there you go. Sex, a massive chaotic firefight, and a Spartan and ODST's doing their thing. I hope you enjoyed this chapter and please let me know what you think in the reviews! **


	11. Chapter 11

**Sorry for taking two months to get this updated. I had a few things come up with drill and have had a pretty serious case of writers block. Watching the Series Finale for Legend of Korra got me motivated to keep going with this. On a side note… y'all have been blowing up my inbox about an update. Sorry it took so long!**

**Chapter 11**

As the dust settled and brass cooled, Captain Wayne looked over what was left of the building the Insurrectionists had parked in front of. There were bullet holes and shell casings everywhere, along with a decent amount of blood and a few dead and wounded bodies. "So what the hell just happened?" He asked as he slid his helmet off and turned to face General Iroh.

The commander of the United Forces simply shrugged. "Your guess is as good as mine right now Captain."

"Sir, everyone is up, except for Bronson and Anders." Gunny Grylls said as he approached the two officers.

"Are they hit?" Wayne asked with concern for his men, trying to look past the Gunny and expecting to see a pair of bodies.

Grylls shook his head. "No idea, sir. I can't find em anywhere, and I can't raise them on comm."

"So they took two of you men?" Iroh asked. "I know this was chaotic, but I doubt they could have snatched them."

Wayne looked confused. "I need some answers. Where is the Spartan?" All he got in return were blank stares, causing him to place his palm over his face. "You mean we don't even know where our asset is?" He sighed.

"Cap'n, I might know." Ssgt Traviss walked up. "I swear I saw the Spartan taking one of the Warthogs on the way out. Two of our Helljumpers jumped on with him."

"So that would be Bronson and Anders." Grylls correctly summarized.

"Do we have long range comm? We need to know what is happening."

"Follow me." Iroh said confidently.

The moved into the small communication room for this section of Zafou. Massive antennas on the nearby hills allowed them to have radio communications to several hundred miles. It took a moment, but Ssgt Travis, who had been a radio operator, was able to connect the advanced technology in their helmets to the 1900's era radio equipment.

"I have contact with them, sir." He said after a few minutes of waiting.

"Captain, this is Alpha-258." The radio crackled.

"Spartan, what the bloody hell is going on?" Wayne inquired harshly. His hand gripping the small microphone had white knuckles trying to control his anger.

After a moment's pause, Roland replied. "All I know sir, is a few of the individuals we fought in the volcano broke in and kidnapped Korra. They have her on one of the Pelicans right now heading to the South Pole, but I don't know why."

"So what are you doing?" Captain Wayne already knew the answer and he wasn't happy about it one bit.

Another moment's pause while Roland formulated his words. "I'm going to get her, sir." He emphasized the word sir, to show it wasn't a question.

Wayne knew he had no way to talk the Spartan down. "I can't support you with this. They took out the Pelican you brought in, so I have no way to send reinforcements."

"It's alright, sir." Wayne recognized Bronson's voice. "We'll be here to back him up."

"Is Anders there?" The Captain asked.

The mic was shuffled briefly before Anders voice could be heard. "I'm here, sir."

"What the hell are you two doing?!" Wayne finally let a bit of his anger slip out.

He could hear the smile in the helljumpers voice. "Improvising, sir. We saw an opening and took it, just like you taught us…"

"Very well." The ODST captain sighed" Spartan, we will continue with the plan as scheduled from our end. Good luck out there."

"Thanks, sir. You'll hear from us soon." With that, Roland cut the transmission.

Wayne looked at the others. "I hope so…"

**Pelican 2-Actual in route to South Pole**

"Mff… whaa?" Korra slowly regained consciousness. She could feel that her entire body was restrained in some sort of device. She even had a muzzle on to prevent her from firebending out of her mouth. She tried to move, but her body was still sluggish from the effects of the drugs and the restraints were on tight.

"Good… you're awake." Unalaq stepped into Korra's field of vision. He had a bandage over his left shoulder and didn't seem to want to move his arm much.

"Ha." Korra's laugh was muffled from the mask. "Did you get that from Roland?" Unalaq glared at her. "Cause that is just a scratch compared to what I'll do when I get out of here." The rage in her voice was impossible to miss.

"Out, Avatar?" Unalaq chuckled. "You won't have to escape… In fact, you'll be set _free_." He could see by Korra's confused look that she was thrown off. "You just have two simple tasks to do."

"And what are they?" Korra tried to glance around the ship, but her restraints didn't allow her to move her head either. "Betray my friends and join you?"

"We're nearing the South Pole, sir." A voice came from the cockpit.

Unalaq nodded in the direction of the voice before turning back to Korra. "You will open an ancient spirit portal near the South Pole."

"I'm sorry, what now?" Korra prodded "Why would you need that opened?"

"The portal connects our world to the spirit world, but it has long been closed, by one of your ancestors in fact."

Korra raised an eyebrow, still confused as to why this portal needed open in the first place. "Does this have anything to do with your claims that the Evil Spirits are attacking?"

Unalaq confirmed her question with a nod of his head. "Perhaps if you as the Avatar weren't so out of touch with your responsibilities to the Spirit World, you might have felt these disturbances." Korra inhaled sharply to rebuttal, but was cut off. "Not only that, but there are no evil spirits, there is light and dark in them all. But when they're unbalanced, the darkness takes over. There is even an unbalance in the life of the peoples of this world due to the Fire Nations destruction of the Air Nomad nation."

Korra exhaled softly. "I never realized that before."

Unalaq shook his head in disgust. "And that is the fault of your so called "teachers" within the White Lotus. They above anyone else should have instructed you in these ways in order to restore balance." He paused for a moment before shifting gears. "Have you ever seen the Northern Lights, Avatar?" He already knew the answer.

Korra thought for a moment about the beautiful northern sky with dancing green and pink lights cutting through the darkness. She had only seen them a few times, but they never ceased to amaze her. "Yes, I have seen them, standing next to you in fact."

"There used to be lights at the South as well, but during the Hundred Year War, the South was thrown out of balance and the lights disappeared." Unalaq paused to ensure everything was sinking in. "When the War ended, the North helped to rebuild you _physically_, as a nation, but we have not rebuilt you spiritually. Now the spirits no longer dance in your skies. Instead, they rampage in the Everstorm."

"The Everstorm? Is that the massive blizzard that's battered the South Pole for decades?"

"Yes, you and your friend were in it briefly while you regretfully destroyed one of Captain Streks ships." Unalaq shook his head in disgust.

"Gotta watch where you park those things." Korra said sarcastically.

"That isn't the point." Unalaq hissed as he struck her headboard, only inches from her face. "You need to open the portal in order to restore balance to the Southern Hemisphere of the globe, it is your duty as Avatar! Even I have sensed a great force within the Spirit World calling to me."

"So why didn't you just come to me in a normal way!" Korra shouted back. "If it is so vital, why did you have to kidnap me and rescue your accomplices who attempted to murder me!"

"Murder you!" Unalaq looked genuinely taken aback. "Who told you we were trying to murder you?"

Korra noticed his confusion and paused for a moment. "They kidnapped me when I was younger… Zuko said…"

"To open the portal!" Unalaq cut her off. "We weren't trying to murder you, Korra. We just want what is best for the world."

Korra silently mulled over her options. "You swear that this is for the right purpose?" She asked.

"Yes, Korra. I have no interest in death or destruction, just balance." Korra could sense truth behind his statement, but the real truth was not how she perceived it.

"Very well, I will open the portal for you." She said submissively. "But, if this is a trick, I'll find a way to stop you."

"Thank you." Unalaq looked over her restraints. "You will be unbound when we touch down, if I have your word that you will not harm anyone or attempt to escape."

"I won't." Korra relaxed in her restraints, and a few minutes later, a blast of cold air chilled the troop bay.

From Roland's pilot seat, he could see the lead Pelican set down as he followed the other's on their landing approach. The snow storm on the way in had been brutal, but after hastily finding the thermal image controls, Roland had an easy enough time following the other craft in to the landing zone.

"What's the plan, Spartan?" One of the ODST's asked.

"This weather should give us all the cover we need in order get close unseen." He looked the two ODST's over. "I need one of you to stay here with the Pelican. It is our only way out of here."

Cpl Anders nudged Bronson with his foot. "Guess who's sitting this one out, boot?"

"What!?" Bronson ripped his helmet off. "I'm no boot… I've made two combat drops already!"

Anders wouldn't hear any of it as he slid his helmet in place and depolarized the lens. "I've made three. So unless you want to convince the pissed of Spartan to stay her and guard the ship while YOU go rescue his girlfriend, I suggest you keep the engine warm for us."

Roland already had his helmet in place, concealing his massive smile. Leave it to Hell Jumpers to argue about who had to sit the fight out. "Stay in touch, trooper." Roland told Bronson as he tapped the side of his helmet. "When everything kicks off, we'll need you then."

Bronson nodded and entered the cockpit like a spoiled child who was being sent to his room. He threw his helmet into the seat out of frustration and then looked back to see Roland and Anders waiting for him to open the door. All he could do was sigh as he depressed the button and allow the cold outside air to sweep into the troop bay.

Roland and Anders slipped outside into the dark swirling snow of the Everstorm and Bronson closed the door behind them, residing himself to do nothing but sit there and wait as if her were on post.

Outside, the two warriors moved as swiftly as they could in the snow storm. Roland had his VISR on full, attempting to use it the slice through the blinding snow and see where they needed to go.

"It's bloody cold out here!" Without his helmets audio enhancements, Roland never would have heard the shout, but his helmet was able to filter out the howling wind and the ice pelting against it, so that only vocal noises made it to Roland's ears.

"Shut up and move. Once we get into the forest, it'll be better." After a few more steps, Roland's VISR outlines two figures in front of him. A pair of Insurrectionist troops were moving away from the Pelicans and following the echo of more voices. Without the VISR, the snow would have been blinding, but the two were still able to wade through the storm.

"How are your armor seals, Anders?" Roland asked the Hell Jumper.

"Broken…" Anders replied harshly, his voice barely concealing a shiver. "Or they just suck at keeping the cold out."

Roland nodded as he felt the cold slowly seeping through around his neck seal. "Would you mark the location of Bronson and the Pelican so we can get back in a hurry without visibility?"

"Done." Anders replied after a few seconds pause. A small blue waypoint appeared on Roland's HUD.

The two trudged onward, following the Insurrectionists at a safe distance until Anders tripped over a tree limb. "Where in the hell did this come from?" He cursed as he stood up.

As they walked a few feet further, the storm started reseeding and almost out of nowhere, they were entering into a dead forest.

"Is it much farther?" Korra's voice echoed through the trees.

"That's her." Roland darted in between the trees and moved towards the sound of the Avatar's voice. The lack of wind and snow allowed him to significantly pick up his pace, but Anders had little difficulty keeping up.

At the same moment, Korra was walking with Unalaq and the other members of the Red Lotus down an ancient path leading them into the woods. "No, Avatar, it isn't much farther at all."

Two hundred yards later, the group stood about a two acre clearing surrounded by trees. In the center there was a crater with large glowing orb in the center of it. Stone lined the area with strange markings, but it didn't prevent Unalaq from motioning for the troops to spread out in a half circle facing the crater. Roland and Anders simply crouched behind a tree and watched.

"Don't try anything funny, Avatar." P'Li said from behind her with the other members of the Red Lotus. Korra assumed they were just there to ensure she didn't try to escape.

"Unalaq, what do I need to do to open it?" Korra asked her uncle.

"How should I know? Your ancestor is the one who placed it there."

Korra approached the orb with caution. "This doesn't feel right." She looked back at Unalaq, but still placed her hand onto the protective shield. Nothing happened for a moment, but then the shield slowly started to glow a bluish white and Korra's eyes glowed as if she was entering the Avatar state. This continued for several seconds as the light continued to grow in intensity causing everyone to shield their eyes before it finally flashed it's brightest and winked out.

As the Red Lotus looked back up, a Blue Light shot into the air from the crater and remained as a steady beam. Korra stood next to the portal panting from excursion with her hands on her hips for a moment before straightening up.

Unalaq smiled sinisterly. "The portal is at last opened."

"Alright Unalaq!" Korra shouted. "I've upheld my end of the bargain, let me go!"

Roland tensed as he waited for the Chieftains reply. "Come now Avatar, wouldn't you like to see how I restore balance where you and your ancestors have failed?" Korra raised an eyebrow. She was intrigued as to what Unalaq knew of the Spirit World. "Or I can simply send you back to your allies at Zaofu with one of the Pelicans."

"What's she gonna do, Spartan?" Anders asked Roland. He activated his less expensive but more recently updated VISR and scanned the clearing.

All he could do was shrug. "I hope she doesn't go in there, but if so, we get to go get her. Something doesn't feel right about any of this."

"Yeah, seems way too nice of them to send her back on a Pelican all by her lonesome." Several on the stone flashed bright yellow in Anders VISR. "Hang on a second…" He zoomed in on the inscriptions and took a screen shot. "Those stones have markings that are forerunner in origin."

"I need a decision, Korra." Unalaq shouted.

Roland was torn between Anders discovery and Korra's predicament. "I never learned much about the forerunners, but it could explain a lot about this world." Anders nodded in response.

"Fine. I'll go." Korra hissed. "If you try anything stupid, I'm going into the Avatar state on your butt."

"Good!" Unalaq exclaimed. "Now we must just deal with one last thing." He placed a knowing hand on Carr's shoulder.

"Now." Carr hissed into his mic.

"I got personal approaching the Pelican." Bronson came onto the radio. "I think they know I'm here." He didn't sound worried, but more annoyed.

"Stand by, we're in route." Roland hissed. The two of them turned to trace their way back to Pelican.

"Nope." Bronson replied. "Their opening the door now, you'll have to find another way out." A burst of gunfire crackled and a moment later, Bronson's HUD icon winked out. Anders looked at Roland and the two returned to the log without a word. Unknown to the two of them, Bronson had been subdued with waterbendering and no one had been killed.

"What are you talking about?" Korra asked Unalaq.

"Just a moment, and you shall see." Carr shouted to her.

After a few minutes, a pair of insurrectionist soldiers walked down the path with Bronson between them in wrist restraints. "Who is he?" Korra shouted as she moved away from the portal. She recognized the armor, but was shocked to see an ODST here.

"One more moment please, Avatar." Zaheer stepped forward and pulled a pistol from one of the insurrectionist soldiers holsters. He pulled Bronson's helmet off and raised the pistol to his face."

"WHAT ARE YOU DOING!" Korra shouted as she took a bending stance, causing everyone else to prepare to fight her.

"SPARTAN?" Zaheer shouted into the forest. "I know you can see this!" Roland and Anders clicked off their safeties. "You may be preparing for a fight, but this man will die first unless you throw down your weapons and step forward to be seen."

"He's right." Anders said as he looked at the other insurrectionists. "They have other weapons on him."

"You have ten second to decide!" Zaheer shouted.

"Hey hamburger face." Bronson said to Zaheer. "I'm alone, but go ahead and make sure you hit my good side." And with that he turned his face up a bit and winked.

Roland pulled his M6C out of the holster and slid it into his breast plate and Anders followed suit. It was uncomfortable to wear but it fully concealed the pistol and with that, the two operators stood up. "Stand down!" Roland shouted as they walked into the clearing. "Send a message to the Captain, attach the forerunner picture and make sure he knows were compromised."

"Roland?!" Korra looked at him incredibly confused as she ran towards him.

A trio of water benders ran forward to remove their weapons and helmets. "It's done." Anders hissed as he handed over his helmet.

"Stack them right there." Carr motioned with his rifle to have all the equipment stacked near the entrance of the portal. Korra kissed Roland briefly before being pulled away.

"Unalaq." Roland nodded towards the chieftain as he and Anders were restrained like Bronson.

"Why are you restraining them?" Korra hissed.

"For everyone's safety, including their own, Avatar. Now that everything is in the open between us, let us go for a stroll." Unlaq smirked as he walked into the portal. Followed by Carr and his men.

"You heard the man." Zaheer motioned for the prisoners and Korra to follow as the Red Lotus entered as well.

**Sorry this chapter is still a bit shorter. Wait till you see what I have worked up for the spirit world/forerunners. It took me forever to come up with a concept and tie it all together and I hope it works out. **

**On a side note, for those of you who watch the Legend of Korra, what did you think of the Series Finale, specifically towards the whole Korrasami stuff that is blowing up the internet. IMO, I don't think it was supported enough in any way through the series to jump to that conclusion. I feel that it is just two friends who nearly died together trying to get a vacation, and my mind has a hard time making it much more explicit than just that. Looking at it that way, I am honestly glad a show could end with a character NOT in a relationship. So many shows and even the books I've wrote all focus on love affairs, and rarely on a solid friendship. Feel free to disagree, but that is just my take on it. **

**Please now that you've read all of that let me know what you think by reviewing!**


	12. Chapter 12

**Short posting time in between and the longest chapter yet! Is it a Christmas Miracle? Merry Christmas everyone, or Happy whatever it is you celebrate… Yes this is another update within the same month! Can't promise much more of these, but anyway, this still isn't my property or ideas. I just merged them. Because if it was mine, Legend of Korra would have ended differently… Just sayin. **

**For the record, I am now at 91 Microsoft word pages for Ashes to Ashes… Legend of Roland was 238, so we'll see how much longer I have to go on this one. **

**Hope you enjoy! **

**Chapter 12**

The spirit portal opened into a purplish colored wasteland and the group of twenty or so stood there waiting. Unalaq along with the other members of the Red Lotus, Zaheer, Ming Hua, P'Li, and Ghazan. Korra waited next to Roland and the two ODST's Anders and Bronson, and behind them was Carr along with half a dozen insurrectionist troopers and four Northern Water Tribe warriors.

"Well, Zaheer?" Unalaq motioned in a knowing way.

The martial arts fighter sat down cross legged in a meditative stance. He placed his palms facing upwards and inhaled deeply before allowing his breathing to fall into a short steady pattern. After a few moments, his eyes opened.

"This way." He said as he stood and started walking in a direction.

The spirit world had a strange effect on mortal forms. As the group walked, they found that they could keep a brisk pace without tiring or even needing to slow. At the same time, the Spirit World around them seemed to speed by as if it knew exactly the destination that they had in mind.

After some time, Zaheer slowed and pointed up a jagged mountain face. "It's up there." He said.

Without hesitation the group began following a winding trail up the mountain, maintaining the same quick pace as they had before.

"Where are all the Spirits?" Korra asked as she glanced around.

Unalaq chuckled. "You see Avatar, due to the imbalance you've caused, even the Spirits stay away from this place."

As he finished, Zaheer summited the top of the mountain. As the rest of the group closed with him, the view below them was mesmerizing. The top of the mountain was concaved inward a few hundred feet down, and at the bottom was a baseball field sized portion of flat ground. Five large circular stone bowls were at the center, circled around a six foot high pillar.

Inside each bowl, a strange pulsating light was slowly circling around a forerunner symbol, and each light seemed to be a different color. The brightest was a pale neutral white, followed by green, red, blue, and dimmest of all was a pale blue. The Pillar in the center was square and covered in forerunner symbols. At the top of the pillar, a single glowing marble sized orb circled in its own orbit.

"What is this place?" Korra asked hesitantly.

"This, my young Avatar, is the Chi Basin." Unalaq placed his hand on her shoulder. "Before you lies the chi of every living person in our world."

"So what are you doing here?" Roland asked dryly as he fiddled with his restraints.

Unalaq made a come hither motion as he strolled down the stone cut stairs leading below. As they neared the bowls, it was revealed that they were quite large, nearly twenty yards across, and also quite shallow. The 'light' that they had seen from above turned out to be tens of thousands of small pulsating orbs, all orbiting within their respective bowls. Unalaq motioned for everyone to stay where they were while he motioned for Korra to come forward.

"These are all benders…" Korra whispered. "Water, Earth, Fire, and Air." She gazed into the pale blue bowl with less than a thousand orbs rotating around. Each one was a different brightness than the next. "If these are the airbenders, than why are there so many? And what are these white ones in the largest bowl?"

"You see, Avatar, the Spirit World is trying to restore a balance of benders. These are all airbenders, they just have yet to discover their abilities."

Unalaq stepped into the bowl of white chi orbs. "In this, we find all the 'normal' people in the world, who for whatever reason have no bending what so ever." The orbs simply flowed around Unalaq, avoiding striking him, but maintaining their orbit.

Korra approached the pillar in the center. It's single orb flashed brighter than all the others, and seemed to be a mix of each of the elemental colors. Korra felt her heart beating and watched as the orb remained in perfect rhythm with her. "Is this… my chi?" Korra inquired as she touched the strange markings on the pillar.

"It is, Avatar." Zaheer said as he approached next to her and sat cross legged on the stone floor. "And it will remain there when you die, as the next in your line assumes it."

"Why have you brought me here?" Korra asked.

"You see Avatar, this is one of the first times that we as living beings have ever been into the Chi Bowl. Normally it is guarded by dozens of Spirits, but because of the imbalance you have caused, they stand by silent, unsure how to react." He motioned towards the far side of the basin where small blue lights could be seen hovering, seeming to be watching the commotion below.

As they talked, Zaheer fell into a meditative state and a single orb from the non-bender bowl started to glow brightly. "This has never been attempted before, but if it succeeds, it will be the dawning of a new era." Unalaq gently cupped his hands around the orb and stepped from the bowl, bringing it to the bowl with the airbender chi inside it. He carefully opened his hands and the orb floated down and joined those around it in their orbit, slowly dimming to a more average brightness, but also transforming in color to be like the rest.

After a moment, Zaheer stood he looked down at his fist and then punched it towards the sky, sending a powerful blast of air with it.

"You can airbend?" Korra was aghast by what she had just witnessed. A moment later Zaheer blasted her with a powerful gust of air, sending her flying into the far wall of the basin.

"Korra!" Roland shoved his two Water Tribe guards away and rushed towards her, only to be leveled by the same blast of air. He was hauled to his feet and held by the same two men after a moment.

The Avatar stood and slowly dusted herself off. "Alright Unalaq…" She hissed as she took a bending stance. "I've had enough."

"One more display, Korra, please…" Unalaq held up his finger mockingly. "Suka, come here, and bring the Spartan with you." Unalaq motioned to one of his men next to Roland.

The warrior shoved Roland in the backplate to move him forward into the middle of the basin with Zaheer and Unalaq. The chieftain nodded to Zaheer and the new airbender placed his hands on Suka's temples. Both closed their eyes and after a moment, one of the chi flows from the water bender basin started to glow.

"You see, Avatar." Unalaq slowly walked towards the pulsating orb. "By opening the portal and allowing me here, you have enabled balance to be created anew, because now I can reshape the world as I see fit." He stooped and picked up Suka's chi flow. "Not only can I now grant bending to whomever I wish…" Unalaq stood and removed it from the bowl and walked toward the center, away from all of chi flows. "I can take it away."

He opened his fingers to allow a small amount of the light to shine through. "Avatar, do you know what happens when a person's chi is critically out of balance?"

Korra though for a moment. "No!" She realized what could happen. "Unalaq, don't do it." With that, he opened his hands and Suka's chi fell free. Like a deflated balloon, it kept falling, trying to find an orbit to balance itself. As it neared the ground, it fluttered faster, causing Suka's body to begin to seize up. As the chi flow hit the stone ground, it winked out and Suka collapsed.

Not even the sound of breathing could be heard amongst the group. Roland stooped down and pressed his fingers to the warriors neck to confirm what everyone else dreaded. "His heart has stopped…"

"Thank you, Korra." Unalaq laughed sinisterly. "You have made me a god!"

Carr and his men exchanged worried glances. "What's the matter innie boy!?" Bronson hissed.

Anders chuckled. "Did they leave out that little detail?" ODST's had long been known as some of the toughest and craziest troops in the UNSC, and now in the face of certain death, they would mock their enemies to the end.

"Why didn't you kill the Spartan!?" Carr shouted in anger. No one seemed to notice the blue lights that had been watching were drawing closer.

"Because he is not of this world!" Unalaq spat back sarcastically. "Whatever powers created us designed us specially, unlike any other humans in existence. We are all gods compared to these mortal men."

"Enough!" Korra shouted. "Unalaq, no one warrants this kind of power, step away now!" She was in a bending stance as before.

"Do it, and see what happens, Avatar." Unalaq taunted.

Korra's weight shifted slightly moments before she shot forward, using earth bending to launch herself airborne and then a blast of air the lunge towards Unalaq. Zaheer was ready however and he tackled her from the air, sending the two of them cascading into the far wall. Korra recovered a millisecond faster and bent a whip of fire at Zaheer's head which he narrowly avoided. He returned with a blast of air, but Korra was ready. She earth bent her feet into the ground and threw her shoulder into the blast to weather his attack before quickly retaliating with a barrage of small rocks in Pro Bending fashion.

While Zaheer was a master martial artist, he was still learning his new gift of air bending, as he rolled in an attempt to dodge the attack, one of the stones caught him in the shoulder, sending him into a half backflip, and ending with his face in the dirt. As Korra elegantly lifted her leg to smash a stone pillar out of the ground under Zaheer, he pushed himself into the sky, rolling out of the way. Korra kicked the massive earthen pillar at him, but the slow moving target was easy for him to dodge, however Korra had already sent a fireball in the direction Zaheer was likely to dodge and he rolled right into it, taking the brunt of the blast to his lower back and scorching his clothing.

As Zaheer stood, he looked to Unalaq and the others for support, but chaos had already broken out. When Korra launched herself at Zaheer, Unalaq had calmly strolled towards her chi, planning to 'free' the Avatar once and for all. He momentarily forgot the Spartan standing next to him, which proved to be a mistake. Roland saw what Unalaq was planning and looked down at his restraints in place over his armored wrists. "Perfect." He whispered. Clasping his hands together as if praying, Roland drove his elbows backwards while pulling his wrists apart, smashing the strained metal restraints into his chest plate. The maneuver would have injured his wrists except for his armor, and the chain at the center of the restraints snapped free with a satisfying metallic clank.

Unalaq was two steps from the pillar when the restraints broke and didn't even sense the Spartan shoulder charging him into the same pillar he was approaching, pinning him to the stone and knocking the breath from his lungs. Roland grabbed the back of the chieftains head slipping his fingers into his hair and before Unalaq could retaliate, he bashed his forehead once, twice, and then a third time into the pillar.

Blood rushed from Unalaq's smashed head as he crumpled into an unconscious heap at the base of the pillar. The insurrectionists were unsure if this was even their fight until Anders smashed his clasped hands into Carr's face, knocking a tooth free and sending the hardened first mate to his knees. Bronson wrestled an MA5B from one of the soldiers by driving his knee into the man's groin and then holding the rifle with two hands like a pistol, sprayed automatic weapons fire into the crowd, striking the Water Benders and other insurrectionist troops with rounds. Those who weren't killed in the initial barrage turned to fight the pair of fanatical ODST's.

As the rifle clicked empty Bronson brought the rifle back like a 9-iron and swung it into the groaning man at his feet, striking him in the chin and receiving a satisfying crack as his neck broke. The other Red Lotus members had run to aid Unalaq and Zaheer. Ming-Hua and Ghazan turned to face Roland as P'Li rushed to aid Zaheer against Korra. The Spartan had moved from the center of the basin towards the approaching benders. Ghazan and Ming-Hua had been ordered by Unalaq earlier to keep the Spartan alive, but Roland wasn't restricted by such penalties.

As Ghazan bent a rock at the Spartan to attempt a quick knock out, Roland side stepped the stone and reached into his breast plate for his pistol. He brought it to bear on Ming-Hua, but as he fired, Ghazan earthbent his footing from under him, sending him tumbling to the ground and forcing his shot to go wide.

"Ice him!" Ghazan shouted to Ming-Hua as he tried to immobilize the Spartan. The waterbender only had a small supply of water on her person, but she flung all of it towards Roland. As it started to freeze in the air, Roland realized he wouldn't be able to dodge it in time. At that instant, a blast of air sent him stumbling out of the path of the frozen water.

Korra had continued going toe to toe with Zaheer, until P'Li sent an unwanted flash of fire at her side. The Avatar narrowly dodged the attack and launched herself into an airbending maneuver, sending herself spinning on the ground with her legs flying in a carefully taught move that caused a mini tornado to be formed. Korra recovered on her feet and bent the tornado directly towards P'Li. The firebender tried to blast the whirlwind, but her fire mixed in with the air producing a terrifying fire cyclone whirling towards her.

Zaheer blasted Korra from behind, distracting her so that he could jump in front of P'Li and begin to reverse the whirlwind. Korra glanced around the fight and saw Ming-Hua about to hit Roland with her icy barrage, so she sent a concentrated blast of air into Roland's side to get him out of the way. She turned back to her foes just in time to get smack in the chest by a blast of fire from P'Li. She tumbled towards Bronson and Anders as they finished their fight against the Water Benders and the Insurrectionist troops.

Just like Ming Hua, the two remaining Water Benders had little water on their person, but what they had was used to from an ice shield to protect themselves and the three enduring fighters. One insurrectionist was on the ground screaming from a gunshot wound to the upper thigh. Dark red blood had gushed from the injury at a steady rate and the man was already quite pale and about to expire. The other water bender and insurrectionist had received critical gunshot wounds and were lying dead only inches from the shield.

After Bronson had smashed the rifle into the insurrectionist he grabbed a magazine from the man's belt and reloaded the MA5B. At the same time, Anders recovered his pistol from under his breast plate and spun the pistol around to shoot his restraints off. The round skipped off his breast plate but the corporal didn't miss a beat. As Bronson continued to suppress the benders, Anders ran over and shot his restraints off as well. One of the insurrectionists popped from cover and fired a three round burst. The rounds landed short, but one skipped off the ground and smashed into Bronson's unarmored inner thigh. He roared in pain but continued to fire as he reached for another magazine.

"Flank the bastards!" He shouted as he executed a perfect speed reload.

As the fire stopped, another of the insurrectionists stood up to fire, but Anders dropped him with a single pistol shot to the head. As soon as Bronson could get his rate of fire back up, Anders hastily pushed off to the left of the ice shield with his pistol raised. As soon as he could see exposed flesh, he fired a flurry of rounds into their exposed flanks. One of the water benders tried to throw up a separate portion of the shield, but at that moment, Korra dropped the shield to the front, allowing Bronson nearly full magazine of full metal jacket ammunition to shred the occupants of the makeshift bunker.

Roland had recovered from his makeshift dodge and unloaded his magazine towards the two benders. When a round struck Ghazan in the abdomen, he grunted and bent a wave of lava towards the Spartan. Roland's cursing was covered by the sound of Bronson's automatic rifle fire as he ran as fast as he could in a diagonal to the oncoming molten rock while trying to execute a speed reload. He cleared the wave, nearly hitting one of the chi bowls but was struck by a water whip from Ming-Hua in the left knee, knocking him to the ground. As he tumbled, he slid onto his back into a modified shooting stance, bracing his forearms between his legs and fired a single shot into Ghazan's shoulder before he felt the ground underneath him open and encase his arms and legs. He struggled, but couldn't break the bonds without help and was resigned to watch as the fight continued. The earth bender stumbled from the second bullet wound and turned to face the Avatar.

Korra had turned back from helping the ODST's and was trading blows with the two benders, narrowly side stepping a combustion blast from P'li. Bronson was self-applying biofoam to the site of his injury as the combustion blast detonated a few feet from him, sending him flying into Anders. Korra used the ice shield that the Northern Water Tribe troops had amassed to fling sharpening icicles at Zaheer and P'Li. The firebender blast a vertical wall of flame to melt the ice as it neared the two of them, and responded with a second combustion blast that detonated just in front of Korra. It peppered her face with rocks and the dust blurred her vision, forcing the Avatar to throw up an earthen shield to try to clear her face.

Anders had pushed the unconscious Bronson off of him and shouldered the MA5B at his feet. He calmly took aim at P'Li's head as she fired the second blast at Korra. He had seen firsthand what she was capable of back at the mountain and wanted to ensure she could never harm anyone again. He squeezed the trigger and the rifle shot echoed inside of the basin. It stuck the fearsome bender in the right temple and sent her crumpling to the ground.

Ghazan had just dropped Korra's earthen shield as P'Li fell mortally wounded. He and Zaheer exchanged glances he saw the airbender blast the ODST into the basin wall. Anders stood and tried to shoulder the rifle, but he saw Zaheer preparing another blast.

"Oh sh…" He moaned as the blast of air sent him upwards. Before he could strike the ground, Zaheer sent him flying back into the wall. Anders felt the breath leave his lunges as he rolled to see Ghazan earthbend a chunk of stone towards him. At the last moment, Korra threw up an earthen shield to protect him.

All three of the remaining benders turned their attention to Korra. She was unable to get a strike in and was too busy trying to defend herself from the three veteran fighters. Bronson had hobbled over to Roland to attempt to free him from his stone shackles and was currently beating the stone with a rifle he had picked up. Korra dodged the Red Lotus attacks for nearly fifteen seconds when an ankle high blast of air from Zaheer sent her tumbling to the ground. As she fell, she shoved her hand into the ground and launched a stone at Ming-Hua who caught it with a water whip. As she hit the ground near the side of the basin, Korra looked up to see the wall turning to lava and preparing to fall on top of her.

"No!" she cried as the lava poured downward. Unseen by the three Red Lotus, as the lava neared her flesh, Korra's eyes flashed blue and the lava seemed to part away. She stood up, eyes glowing in the Avatar state with blood flowing from the wounds on her face and smirked. Now she had the power to deal with these three. A blast of air flash cooled the lava around her and as Ghazan sent a stone towards her, Korra simply blew it out of the air with an over exaggerated fire blast.

Elevating herself in an airbending tornado of her own, she twisted her wrist and caused a trio a massive boulders to be pulled from the ground in front of her. Without hesitation she flung them towards Ming-Hua, knocking her unconscious and scattering her water supply. As Zaheer tried to airbend towards her, Korra reacted with super human speed and redirected the blast into Ghazan sending him flying into one of the boulders next to Ming Hua. At nearly the same moment, she caught a stone Ghazan had thrown at her with both hands, grunting under the impact. Elevating it with one hand, she flicked her fingers and broke off hundreds of tiny pebbles. In the next instant, she hurled them towards Zaheer like an automatic shotgun.

Zaheer launched himself into the air to avoid the attack and landed next to his fallen friends. He looked at the crumpled body of P'Li and then towards the Avatar before him. "That's it, get out of here." He shouted to the other two member of the Red Lotus.

Ghazan threw the unconscious Ming-Hua over his shoulder and launched himself up the stairs with earth bending, disappearing over the top in mere seconds. Zaheer went toe to toe with Korra once more, trying to buy the others a brief moment. Korra had recovered all the water in the basin and created a shield around herself. Even as Zaheer tried to blast objects towards her, she simply turned portions of the shield to ice, almost without thinking.

As he launched himself into the air to escape, a water whip wrapped around his ankle and smashed him into the basin wall as he had done to Korra twice. The Avatar moved to finish him off, but was caught by a stone hitting her shoulder from Ghazan above. This momentary distraction was all Zaheer needed to escape with the other two Red Lotus members and he took it hastily.

Still in the Avatar state, Korra watched them escape and turned to face Roland. With Bronson's help he had freed one hand, and now he was beating away at his foot while Bronson tried to free the other hand. With a simple wave of her wrist, Korra freed Roland and dissipated her air cyclone to drop to the ground. She glanced at the still unconscious Unalaq a few feet away and looked back to Roland as her eyes returned to normal.

"Thanks for the help!" She said sarcastically as ran into his arms and leaned up to kiss him. Her hair was a mess and bloody scratches mixed with dirt covered her face, but that didn't cause Roland to hesitate for a moment. He cupped her face with his hand and kissed her passionately.

"Heh… I guess I'll go help Anders." Bronson chuckled as he hobbled towards the Corporal.

As the two lovers broke their kiss and turned to face the ODST's, a maniacal laugh echoed through the basin. Unalaq stood some twenty meters away, bracing himself against the pillar with blood still pouring down his face. "You thought you could beat me, Avatar!?" He laughed as he held up his cupped hands.

Roland glared at the pillar that would have contained Korra's chi, but it was empty. He lifted his pistol and spoke harshly. "If you harm her, I'll blow your head off."

Unalaq cackled again. "Avatar, shall we see if you line continues when you chi is broken?" Korra formed a four foot long icicle from the water at her feet. "I have a feeling that it will not!"

"Unalaq, you've gone insane!" Korra cried. "Just give up and you'll live."

"No, Korra. I am a member of the Red Lotus. We exist to bring balance to this world and your authority contradicts that balance." He removed one hand. "For order to rise, there must first be chaos."

Roland had heard enough. He dug his foot in and prepared to rush the crazed chieftain. As he took up the slack on his trigger and prepared to fire, Korra beat him to it. She hurled the ice spear towards Unalaq using Waterbending, striking him in the chest, and causing him to fall backwards against the pillar. He cried in pain and dropped Korra's chi to grab the ice with both hands and pull it out.

Korra immediately felt a strange sensation of dizziness mixed with a sense of falling, causing her to also drop to a knee. By this point, Roland was already sprinting towards Unalaq, eyes fixed on the tiny marble sized light, confident he could make it. The Spartan was so focused on the chi that he didn't see Unalaq bend the ice back into water and fling it under his feet as he refroze it, sending Roland sliding to the ground. Unalaq allowed his feet to slide from under him as he watched Korra's chi also fall to the ground. He felt a few jolts of pain as rifle shots from Bronson and Anders peppered his body as Roland started bear crawling, trying to regain his footing and momentum.

Korra was on the ground thrashing at this point , nearly in a full seizure with her chi flow only inches from the surface of the stone. Roland realized he couldn't make it in time, but still tried to lunge forward, his fingers only inches from the chi flow. As it almost touched the ground, a soft blue beam of light shot from somewhere above and captured the chi flow in a stasis. The light retracted, taking the chi flow with it back to the top of the pillar where it was returned to its normal orbit.

Roland looked up to see a massive metallic machine hovering above him. It had a trio of arms encircled around a central blue 'eye' that was staring directly at him. The same blue light that had captured the chi flow was activated and probed his face and body before the machine flew over towards Korra the process. The machine that had saved her chi was currently scanning Unalaq as other flew down to assess Bronson and Anders along with all the dead bodies. Roland stood slowly, not wanting to alarm the machines. "What are they?" He whispered. The machine finished scanning him and said in a very coded sounding voice "Reclaimer."

The one scanning Unalaq chirped. "Error, Deceased Bender." And using its claw arms, lifted him from the center of the chi flows. Korra crawled to her knees panting. Her body was soaked with sweat and felt exhausted from her near death experience as she stood. The machine scanned her and flashed its beam brightly while stating. "Incarnate." Korra raised an eyebrow and looked to Roland, but he could only shrug.

The machines finished scanning Bronson and Anders, also deeming them "Recliamers" before turning their attention to the bodies. Scanning each, the machines would either echo "Error, Deceased Bender" or "Deceased Relaimer" depending on if it was a bender or an insurrectionist. The benders were dragged into a pile, while the insurrectionists we neatly lined up side by side. Roland and Korra walked towards the two ODST's and the group watched as some of the machines broke off from the group and started assessing the damage to the area. The blue 'eye' flashed green and sent a green beam downward, suddenly allowing the machines began earth bending to repair the damage caused during the fight.

"Reclaimer." Another of the machines echoed. Roland looked to see it was scanning Carr, who was still unconscious from Ander's original hit. The Spartan restrained the man, but was still taken aback by the machines and their precision.

"Korra!" A voice echoed from behind the group. Roland and the ODST's spun around with weapons raised only the see Avatar Aang standing before them with his flying bison.

"Aang!" Korra shouted as she ran and embraced her former self. "It's been too long."

"Who the heck is this now?" Anders whispered, still training his rifle on the new character. Roland holstered his pistol and pushed Anders barrel down.

"Roland, it is good to see you once more." Aang spoke confidently. "Gentleman, I am Avatar Aang, and I believe you are seeking an explanation of what is before you."

Bronson chuckled. "Nah, I figured screw it…"

His comment confused Aang for a moment before he realized the sarcasm. "Come, let me show you." Aang motioned for them to follow him.

"What about this joker?" Bronson asked, kicking Carr with the tip of his boot.

Aang shook his head as he airbent himself aboard Appa, reaching down to assist Korra. "You have no need to worry about him, he shall be deposited at the portal for you to recover."

Roland shrugged and climbing aboard. Aang was quiet during the flight, but soon they landed in at the base of a large forerunner citadel. Statues of all of the previous Avatars stood in every direction, and many of them were walking about.

"Korra, you will be the first living Avatar to learn of this ability, as none of us had discovered it during our lifetimes, and have been forbidden to disclose it until now." Aang climbed off of Appa and motioned towards a small grassy garden.

"I'd advise you two to just shut up and play dumb Marine for this." Roland whispered to the two ODST's who replied with nothing but a smirk.

"Long ago, an ancient all powerful race that we know of as the Forerunners created our world. It was originally a testing ground for their genetic experiments, and had become one of their greatest accomplishments. They began with creatures, such as the dragon and badger moles, modifying their genetic coding in order to give them abilities that out surpassed anything imaginable. In their genetic libraries, they mixed and matched whatever they could in order to create tools for warfare."

"War?" Korra inquired.

"Every world in existence that supports life has the same elements we can control. Earth, Air, Water, and Fire. It was discovered that humans best accepted these abilities and so Benders were mutated and formed to help stop a galaxy wide threat to sentient life known only as the flood. Little is known of them here, other than it seeks to consume intelligent life and take control of everything. In order to be kept from the flood, only key personal with in the Forerunner ranks knew of this installation, and once the tide of war started to turn, communication was cut off." Aang looked across the faces to see if they were following him. "Other weapons were created and used, but defensive measures were also taken. As we have known the Spirit World, they knew as a Shield World. Our portals were entrance points to preserve what was created."

"So what happened?"

Aang shook his head. "As the Forerunners operating the installation died off, the machines called sentinels that you saw earlier continued in their place. Constantly modifying genetic codes, they discovered more and more creatures could be built with different abilities. This is where the Spirits come from. Over the millennia the sentinels continued to operate and create new intelligent creatures."

"So where do we play into this?" Korra asked referring to the Avatar. "When one of the Sentinels scanned me, in called me 'Incarnate'."

"In the final years of their lives, the head forerunner geneticist realized that the shield world must be protected from flood invasion snce all contact with other forerunner's had been lost. They took their knowledge of the human genome and applied it to create the Avatar. The bridge between the worlds. The Avatar's job would be to usher the Forerunners into the shield world to take control once more of the installation if any at all survived. Once the Avatar was placed into the real world, the portals were closed, sealing off the shield world for protection."

Korra shook her head in confusion. "But I've been to the Spirit World before…"

"Exactly!" Aang said, happy she was understanding. "Through the ages, the creatures that sentinels created started tearing holes in the protective layer. Koh would often rip apart the two and travel as he wished, only to have the sentinels repair the holes after him. These portals or gateways such as the one you came through allow your entire body into the Spirit world, enabling you to bend, feel pain, and as many discovered at the Chi Basin, even die." Roland held his head in his hands. "Are you okay?" Aang asked.

"This is bewildering" Roland replied. "But please continue."

Aang nodded and proceeded. "Every person has the ability to meditate into the spirit world because their chi is already here, you saw them earlier. That is how Unalaq and Zaheer knew what they were doing and where to go. Only by entering through a gateway can you be saved."

Korra thought for a moment "So are we human?"

"Yes, very much so." Aang assured her. "We have continued to reproduce in the outside world for a long time, slowly evolving traits such as metal bending or lighting bending. On one has yet determined why we as the Avatar share one mind continuously growing consciousness while the rest of the creatures created here simply die."

"So why couldn't this be revealed sooner?" Korra asked next. "Why wait so long."

Aang lowered his voice a bit. "After the first time Roland came here, the sentinels scanned his exit and went nuts. Then, a few weeks ago, all the sentinels we saying 'Recliamer' for a few days before something shut them up. All work stopped, and anything they were guards, such as the Chi Basin was halted. From what I can gather, some weapon was destroyed, sending a confusing signal that has set off some sort of chain of events."

"So what do we need to do in the world?" Roland asked.

Aang could only shrug. "There is nothing to be done because we don't even know what to do. I brought you here to try to explain some of the past and what you have seen." He stood and walked back to Appa.

"What about the Insurrectionists landing in the Earth Kingdom?" Korra asked.

Aang could only shake his head. "Humans such as they are, and even Roland and these men are completely foreign to us. They are a purer form of our past, and one that is causing a disturbance that could either turn in our favor or against us." The group climbed onto Appa and in what seemed like only moments were back to the barren landscape they had seen upon first entering the spirit world. The portal shone brightly against the bleak looking sky as Appa landed next to a now conscious but still bound First Mate Carr.

As the four of them dismounted, Korra looked back up at Aang. "How should I continue?"

Aang smiled sadly. "You must walk the path ahead alone, Korra. Neither I nor any other Avatar's have had dealing with this form of men. I look forward to seeing what you will discover and I have faith you will do well." With that, Aang muttered "Yip yip" and flew off into the sky.

Bronson tapped Roland on the backplate. "I didn't even have to fake dumb Marine for all that stuff, it blew my mind!" He laughed.

"Think that was really true?" Anders asked.

Roland shrugged. "I have no reason to think otherwise."

Bronson brushed his fingers through his short hair. "So, what about those guys on the other side?" He asked, motioning towards the portal.

"What are you rambling about!?" Carr hissed from the ground.

Roland squatted in front of him. "Nothing much… Correct me if I am wrong, but you're pretty important to the others out there, aren't you?" Carr was about to reply before he slammed his mouth shut causing Roland to smirk. "That's what I thought." He glanced over his shoulder at Korra and the others. "This joker is our ticket outta here."
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	13. Chapter 13

**So… it has been about two months, but here's an update! Please Read And Review, and as always this is not mine.**

**Chapter 13**

**Concurrent with Aang's explanation of bending **

"How is she, Zaheer?" Ghazan asked as he clutched his abdomen. Blood was oozing out around his fingers and soaking his shirt, and the gunshot wound to his shoulder was screaming in pain as well. The three surviving Red Lotus members had not yet left the Spirit World. Instead, Zaheer chose to wait just next to the portal.

"She's very shaken up." Zaheer had set down the armless water bender a few moments before. Korra had dropped a pair of massive boulders onto Ming-Hua in order to remove her from the fight, and it had succeeded. The short airbender had carried her for several miles already, and while the Spirit World made travelling a breeze, the bruises and concussion he received fighting the Avatar were slowing him significantly.

"What are we waiting for?" The Lava Bender bent a seat under him to take a load off his feet.

Zaheer looked up solemnly. "Hopefully there is a pool of water somewhere." He looked back at his unconscious friend. "Ming-Hua is a healer as well as a fighter. If we can get her to water, she can take care of herself and us."

Ghazan nodded quietly. "Let's just make sure we don't lose her too."

Zaheer's face betrayed no emotion to the pain inside of him from losing P'Li. "Do you know who killed her?"

Ghazan's tired head shook from side to side. "It had to be either the Spartan or one of those other two. They used one of their weapons…"

The pair were silent for several moments before Zaheer bent over and picked up Ming-Hua once more. "I can assure you my friend, the Avatar and the Spartan will pay for what they have done. The Red Lotus when descend upon the world with the plans that Unalaq cast aside, and power will be ours."

**Just outside the portal**

To the handful of Insurrectionist troops shivering outside of the portal, it had been hours since Carr and the weirdo's took the Spartan into the glowing light. They had simply been told to stand guard and await orders, so that is what they were doing, even though darkness had already fallen, the portal lit up the clearing.

"So we're guarding a glowing light." One piped up.

A couple of audible sighs of annoyance could be heard. "Yes James, for the tenth time, we are still guarding it."

"I just don't get it." James fiddled with his rifles safety. "They've been gone quite a while, and we don't have any food with us here…"

"Would you relax? Carr will be back and can tell us what to do soon enough." The man who spoke up was Angelo Diaz. He had been the first mate aboard the _Greece _before it was knocked out of commission by Roland. "Until then, just don't shoot yourself."

James squinted his eyes into the portal for what felt like the hundredth time. "Someone's coming out!" Weapons were raised towards the two figures approaching through the light.

"Hold your fire!" One of the men shouted. "It's Zaheer and two others!" A trio of troopers ran forward to take Ming-Hua from Zaheer.

"Careful with her." He hissed as they lifted her from his shoulders.

"What happened in there?" Diaz asked Zaheer.

"A fight." Zaheer was in no mood to talk, until an idea struck him. "Carr sent me back with the wounded to return to the Earth Kingdom for a weapon. He said you would supply craft and a pilot."

Diaz nodded. "You two." He barked, pointing to the two men carrying Ming-Hua. "Escort these men to the Pelicans and order the pilot to take them where they need to go." He glanced over the trio once more. "Judging by their wounds we need all the help we can get."

Zaheer clasped his hands together and bowed lightly before following after Ghazan and the troopers. The men had heads up displays leading them, so even after the party left the shelter of the forest they were still able to make good time through the blizzard to the Pelicans.

Once they got to the snow swept craft, Zaheer pounded on the hatch for several seconds before the pilot finally lowered it. "Common, common!" He shouted from the cockpit as they clambered aboard. "It's freezing out there, let's go!"

Once they had set Ming-Hua in the troop bay, the Insurrectionists turned to leave without a word. They fully understood that they had no part in what was to happen next, and desired only to put distance between themselves and these strange people.

As the ramp eased shut, Ghazan looked to Zaheer for directions. "Where will we go?"

"One moment…" Zaheer pulled a bladder of water from behind the pilots seat and splashed some of it onto Ming-Hua's face. She coughed a bit and cracked open her eyes.

"I feel like a Platypus Bear sat on my chest…" She wheezed.

"Can you heal yourself?" Zaheer asked with concern. In response the water bender drew all of the water from the bladder and wrapped it around her core. After a moment it started to glow as the healing process began.

"Where too, sir?" The Insurrectionist pilot asked from the cockpit.

Ming-Hua opened her eyes again and looked at Zaheer. "Where are we going?"

The new airbender smirked. "Since Unalaq's plan has failed, we will return to our original path." He walked into the cockpit and placed his hand on the pilots shoulder. "To Ba Sing Se, we have an appointment with the Earth Queen."

**At the Portal**

Roland hand moved Carr's bindings to the front before he pulled him to his feet. "Let's go Innie…" He hissed shoving the man forward.

Korra had healed Bronson's gunshot wound and had helped relieve some of the pressure from Anders head after it had stuck the side wall, placing the four of them in the best condition possible to face the threats on the other side.

Roland kept a firm grip on Carr's shirt as the two of them stepped through the portal. As the light faded back to the familiar clearing, Roland could see half a dozen insurrectionist troops looking confused, but raising their weapons. "Drop your rifles!" Roland shouted as he raised his pistol to Carr's head.

At the same moment, Bronson, Korra, and Anders appeared from the portal. Korra squatted and pulled up a waist high earth wall that Bronson and Anders braced their weapons behind.

"Don't do it!" Carr shouted defiantly. "Shoot th…" Roland smacked the baseplate of his pistol into Carr's temple, shutting him up. The troops looked at each other hesitantly, trying to decide how to proceeded.

Korra stood up slowly with her palms raised. "Listen to me!" She pleaded. "There have been more than enough lives lost, you don't need waste your own."

"Why should we trust you?" Diaz hissed back. "Where are all of the others?"

"They are all dead. Don't you realize that there are two armed ODST's and a Spartan in front of you…" Korra tried once more. "Do you really think you can take all three of them?" The insurrectionists glanced at each other as each one was mentally determining if they could win.

Bronson picked out a man and rested his sights on his head, taking the slack out of the trigger. "You are just normal men." Korra reminded them. "Is it really worth dying on this planet just for some Water Tribe Chieftain who has already failed?"

James threw down his rifle and looked at the others. "I'm not dying here." He spat as he raised his hands to his head. After a moment, all of the other insurrectionists dropped their weapons and stepped away, except for Diaz. He stood with his rifle pointed at Roland's head as Roland aimed his pistol at him.

"You won't take a step if you fire." Bronson hissed to Diaz. His MA5B had shifted to the high center chest, just above Diaz's chest plate.

"But I'll kill the Spartan…" Diaz chuckled. "I'd be a hero."

"Set the weapon down, now." Korra barked. "Or you'll be a dead hero when I let these three cut all of you down."

Diaz glanced to his fellow soldiers once more and tossed his rifle to the ground. Anders scooped up their three helmets and tossed them to the others. Roland wiped some of the fog off the screen before sliding it into place over his head.

"Anders, hit they waypoint and get us moving that way." Roland hissed through the comm unit.

"Roger." After a moment, the blue diamond flashed onto the HUD's.

Bronson jumped the low wall and jogged in the direction of the waypoint. When he hit the tree line he faced about and took a knee, covering the insurrectionists as the other three ran across.

When they made it, Roland turned around, holding up Carr's unconscious body. "You follow us and I'll kill every last one of you." His voice boomed from his helmet. As the others ran for the Pelican, Roland activated his camouflage and as he slowly faded back to the trees, he dropped Carr to the ground. After moving a few feet with the camouflage on, he turned and sprinted after the others.

"Let's go Spartan!" Bronson shouted over the radio. Roland could already hear the Pelicans engines purring as he ran through the snow storm. Within seconds of stepping on board, the rear hatch was shut and they were airborne. The Spartan slid into a jump seat and eased his helmet off. Bronson and Anders were already in the cockpit punching in the nav plan.

"Let's get back to Zaofu…" Roland hollered up to the cockpit as he eased his eyes shut. A moment later, he felt someone breathing on his neck and cracked open one eye. "You get captured way too often." He whispered to Korra as he reached up and pulled her in for a kiss.

He could feel her smiling as their lips broke apart. "You need to stop almost dying." She whispered back. Roland snaked his right arm around her and she cuddled as close to him as possible with a suit of SPI armor in the way. She took his hand in hers and pulled off his glove so she could feel him, and within moments, the two had fallen asleep.

Roland heard the door to the cockpit ease open and a boot step into the troop bay. The smell of a military ration heater filled the area before the ODST turned and went back into the cockpit, deciding to leave the two of them alone and eat instead with his brother in arms.

**Somewhere over Earth Kingdom Territory **

"That's the last of the water…" Ming Hua sighed. She had been carefully trying to spare as much of it as she could to help heal her two friends to the point that she could still feel a few separate ribs in her own chest, even though Zaheer insisted that she heal herself fully before healing them.

Ghazan's bullet wounds had been surprisingly easy to heal. Thankfully the Spartan's pistol shots had missed his collar bone and even though a bullet nicked his kidney, it has only scratched it so she was simply able to reshape the surrounding tissue and encourage the body's natural healing process. The bruises and scrapes would have to wait for later.

She had used a small portion of the water to ease the swelling in his head from a minor concussion, and thankfully that was all that was seriously wrong with him.

Zaheer was far worse inside that he looked. Ming Hua had initially pulled away when she felt inside of him. Squaring off with the Avatar hadn't left any obvious surface injuries other than some serious bruises and small burns, but the internal damage was astounding. All of his organs had been jostled, and she could feel internal bleeding coming from his liver. The fact that he had carried her so far, and still remained conscious through it all was a testament to his intense will power and mind over matter that she had always known was there, but hadn't really seen much evidence for.

It had taken her nearly an hour to stop the bleeding and help his organs realign. She suspected it had hurt when she shifted them, but Zaheer remained stoic through the entire process. Finally she used the last bit of water to check his head. He had a major concussion on the left side of his brain that was easy to relieve, but something else felt wrong. Ming-Hua always considered herself more of a fighter than a healer, but she continued to search. As she probed, it felt as if there was a massive fire within Zaheer's mind, and then it hit her. She was feeling the emotional turmoil he refused to ever show. With the loss of P'Li fresh in his mind, Ming-Hua worried that Zaheer would do something rash, but she would follow him regardless.

Zaheer opened his eyes and sat up. "Thank you, Ming-Hua. I feel much better." As he stood, he turned to face the cockpit. "How much longer until we reach Ba Sing Se?"

"Any minute now, Sir." The pilot fidgeted at the controls. "Thy attacked us earlier, sir. I don't think they will like having one of our ships landing in their palace."

"Leave that to me…" Zaheer turned back to the remaining Red Lotus members. "Today, we free these people from a tyrant."

Ghazan was about to reply when the Pelican shook from an impact. "What was that?" Ming-Hua shouted.

"Their shooting rocks at us!" The pilot shouted back as he jerked the aircraft to the side. Zaheer scrambled into the cockpit and saw football sized rocks filling the view screen.

"Drop down low and get us into the upper ring." Zaheer instructed. "And open the rear door."

The pilot forced the aircraft down and opened the bay door. Zaheer stood on the opened ramp and looked out with Ming-Hua and Ghazan next to him. They were already over the city and if his memory served correctly the would be over the upper ring right now. The wall flashed under him and he looked at the others. "Get ready." He wrapped his arms under both of them. "You may return to the coast!" He shouted to the pilot, and with that Zaheer kicked off from the ramp.

As the trio freefell, they watched as the Pelican was struck in the left engine by a boulder. Outlined by the rising sun, they watched as the aircraft listed to port and began a rapid descent towards the lower section of the city. As Zaheer sent a powerful blast of wind downwards to cushion their descent, an explosion shook in the distance and smoke billowed up from the crash site.

The fashionable dressed upper class citizens of Ba Sing Se, who witnessed the three Red Lotus fall from the sky stood with their mouths agape as Zaheer nodded to the other two and started walking towards the palace. They did their best to blend into the crowd, but with tattered clothing from their recent fight, it was difficult.

As they neared the palace, an idea struck Ghazan. He grabbed Zaheer's shoulder and pulled him into an alleyway. "How do you plan to get into the palace?" Ghazan asked in a low tone. Ming-Hua faced the entrance of the alley to ensure they weren't disturbed.

Zaheer thought for a moment. "I haven't exactly planned it fully…" He confessed after a moment's pause. "I figured we can take whatever guards she has."

Ghazan nodded. "My friend, I will follow you anywhere, but let us not be rash. The fighting abilities of the queens Dai Li agents are nothing to be laughed at." He stroked his goatee for a moment. "The Earth Queen laid siege toward Captain Streks and his men, did she not?"

"Of course she did, you know that as well as I." Zaheer shook his head. "It was a complete failure as far as she knows."

Ghazan smirked. "Exactly, what if we told her we had information to assist in removing this threat from her shores… It would allow us entry into her courtroom and from there we could take her guards on with ease."

Zaheer nodded. "It sounds like as good of a plan as we can create at the moment. And I believe that with it we can kill two birds with one stone. Come let us put it into action."

With that, he strode out of the alleyway much more confidently. No longer trying to hide in the crowds, Zaheer led the trio to the large gate leading into the palace. A quartet of smartly adorned and heavily armed guards faced down the threesome. "What business do you have at the palace?" The leader spat through his helmet.

The confidence in Zaheer's voice was unmistakable. "We have inside information about the Insurrectionists for the Earth Queen and would like to see her at once."

The guard paused for a moment to determine how to proceed. "Call the agent in charge and get him down here." He told one of the others. "You three wait one moment, I'm sure you'll be smartly rewarded by her majesty."

Ghazan spoke now. "Oh, I'm sure of it."

**Inside the Central Palace Chambers **

"What do you want!" The queen screeched as an orderly approached her. "Can't you see I am in the middle of aroma therapy for my stress!"

"I beg pardon, highness." The man dropped to his knees and bowed. "Three travelers wish access to your glorious chambers to speak with the most high Queen of the Earth Kingdom." He spoke with his face to the floor.

The queen had returned to holding her face over incense candles that were individually held by servants. "And what do they want?" She said with a loss of interest.

"They seek the reward for information about the threat to our shores, highness."

The Queen jumped to her feet. "And just what do they know!?" She screamed.

"Highness, they claim to have hijacked the aircraft that crashed in the lower levels. They have been inside of our foes inner sanctum and wish to enlighten you to their defenses."

The queen tapped her long nails against the top of her chair. "You!" She pointed to a eunuch waiting on the side wall. "Prepare my war room for visitors, and you go usher my guests in at once!"

With that she turned and shoved the servants holding the candles out of the way while shrieking about their petty insignificant lives and returned to her personal chambers. More servants waited for her there and assisted her in changing into something 'more regal' as she put it. After two outfits and dozens of threats of execution, the queen finally strolled into the war room.

"Her royal Highness Hou-Ting, before you are Masters Zaheer, Ghaz…" The eunuch tried to introduce the members of the Red Lotus before being cut off.

"Yes yes, very well." The queen waved her hand for him to stop speaking as she sat at her elevated throne. Before her laid a large table showing all the provinces within her kingdom and her troop deployments. Large portions of her army were already in place around Chin, ready to make a second attack. Along the walls, a dozen Dai Li agents were strung out, here to keep an sharp eye on the guests. She made eye contact with Zaheer. "So what do you have to say?"

Pointing to the map. "Highness, you already know that the Northern Water tribe has allied themselves with these vagrants, but I am here to tell you it has only been a small faction within the nation. Off shore there are six…"

Again the Earth Queen interrupted. "I already have all of this information!" She shrieked. "Tell me what I don't know or I will have your tongue removed."

Zaheer bowed. "Yes highness." Again he motioned to the map. "The vagrants technology is far greater than your own. They travel the stars and have several more craft in space around this planet. That is where the fire that destroyed your forces rained from. From your perspective, the attack may have seemed failed, but I assure you highness, you have struck a blow. The insurrectionist forces have sacrificed many of their resources to defend against your mighty army."

He paused to allow his words to sink in. "If you were to make a faint from the South East with a small portion of your force and then with one large assault coming from the North, through the large field they have used as a landing strip, your army will be victorious."

Hou-Ting stepped down from her throne to a smaller map focused on Chin. "Come. Show me." She ordered.

Two of her generals materialized out of nowhere and flanked her as Zaheer described the battle plan she should take once more. She turned to the more senior general. "Enact this plan at once. If you fail, I shall have your family executed." The general gulped and bowed as he left. An airship was already prepared and within minutes he was airborne to the frontlines.

"And now we shall wait." The queen sighed. "You shall dine with me and then the terms of your reward shall be discussed, if your plan is successful."

Zaheer bowed. "Thank you, highness."

With that, the Red Lotus was ushered out of the room and brought into a changing room where they were hastily given clean ornamental clothing and allowed to wash. Within thirty minutes, they were standing at the table, waiting for the queen to come in.

Finally the doors were flung open, and with a barrage of insults towards the servers, the queen took her seat. "Master Zaheer, my general reports the orders have already been issued and the attack will commence at dawn. By this time tomorrow, we shall have our answer." She bit into massive leg of meat and chewed twice before spitting it onto one of her servers. "This meat is dark, I want white!" She shrieked before gulping wine from her glass.

"So, highness." Ghazan spoke with his eyes downward out of reverence. "Your army will march even if your general is killed?"

The queen spoke between mouthfuls. "Yeth… Mwy Army hath…" She gulped loudly and downed her wine before chucking the glass over her should. "received it's orders, so they will march no matter what may happen." A server replace the glass with a full one and stepped back.

"Amazing…" Zaheer marveled. "You must have quite the force."

Hou-Ting nodded. "I could conquer any nation I please, I just haven't gotten to it yet."

Zaheer shot a look to Ming-Hua and nodded, he had heard enough. Pushing back from the table, he stood and faced the queen. "Highness, Maybe I forgot to mention something to you. I don't believe in queens."

The Queen spat her food across the table. "I will not bandy words with riffraff!" She turned to the Dai Li agents and waved her hand. "Seize these hoodlums and throw them in prison until they decide to show proper respect for the crown!"

The Dai Li agents all took bending stances at once. Zaheer airbent his chair into one man's face and the fight began. As a pair of agents attempted to restrain Ghazan with their rock gloves, he simply redirected their attack back at them, knocking them to the floor.

Ming-Hua waterbent all of the wine from the glasses to hastily form water whips to block the attacks from the Dai Li. When an agent attempted the rock glove routine, she simple absorbed it with the liquid and allowed it to drop harmlessly to the floor.

Zaheer used his air bending to narrowly avoid the attacks. It took the Dai Li a few moments to realize that their restraint gloves weren't going to do the trick. As one man earth bent a pillar under Zaheer to smash him into the ceiling, the airbender blasted himself free and landed just in front of the agent. With a few sharp blows, he knocked the man to the ground before delivering an air kick that sent him flying across the room.

As the man screamed across the dining room, Ghazan Lava bent a wall down onto the two agents who were attacking Ming-Hua, crushing them both with molten rock. As one of the final agents lunged forward with a stone to impact Ghazan, Ming-Hua threw a sharpened icicle made of wine that impaled the man in his neck and left him gurgling in his own blood.

As Zaheer faced off with the last man, Ghazan sealed the exits with earthbending. The agent threw two bowling ball size boulders that Zaheer dodged. He responded with a double air hammer that impacted the agent in the abdomen, knocking all the wind out of him and sending him to his knees. As Zaheer turned to face the queen, Ming-Hua impaled the gasping man in a similar manner as before.

Ghazan chuckled as the Queens servants scattered. They had stood firm ready to protect her until they realized the fight was lost. The Queen was hysterical with anger. "Get in back here and lay down your life for your queen, you _cowards!" _She shouted as the servants hid in the corner.

"As I was saying…" Zaheer stepped up to the queen's level. "I don't believe in queens. You and your kind think freedom is something that you can give or take on a whim ..." Hou-Ting showed genuine fear in her eyes as she tried to back away. Zaheer started bending a small sphere of air around her head. "To your people, freedom is just as essential as ... air." Zaheer started pulling the air from her very lungs. With a chocking motion she grasped at her throat, but inside of the air vacuum there was no chance.

"And without it ... there is no life." Hou-Ting's eyes were bulging from her sockets as Zaheer finally stopped bending and her limp form fell to the floor. "There is only ... darkness." Zaheer prodded her form with his toe. "And so passes the 53rd Earth Monarch, Hou-Ting" He turned to face the group of cowering servants. "I mean you no harm." He spoke as soothingly as he could. "You are all free individuals now; please go on your way."

The servants stood slowly and Ghazan lowered one of the doors. With hushed whispers they got out of the room as quickly as they could.

"So are we done?" Ghazan asked, lifting his shoe out of the way of the pooling blood from a Dai Li agent.

"One more task to draw the Avatar close to us." He said as he strolled back into the war room. "I need you to go destroy the inner walls." He said to Ghazan as they entered the empty room. Glancing up, Zaheer saw the wires along the ceiling that led him to where he needed to go. After a few turns through the passageway, he opened a door.

"Hey, you can't be in here!" An Earth Kingdom soldier shouted.

"There's no need for alarm." Zaheer put up his had to motion for the man to sit back down. "I just need to make an announcement to the entire city. How would I do that?"

The soldier refused to sit. "Who do you think you are?!" He shouted.

Reddish liquid arms lifted the man into the air as Ming-Hua walked in. "He's the man who just killed the Earth Queen." She hissed "Want to be next?"

Zaheer placed a hand on the water benders shoulder. "Please, Ming-Hua, we are here to help citizens like him, not hurt them." Ming-Hua placed the man back on the ground and Zaheer looked him in the eyes. "Now, can you help me?"

With terror in his eyes, the young soldier adjusted the radio to the proper frequencies and handed the microphone over to Zaheer with a bow. "Thank you." Zaheer nodded in reply.

He raised the mic to his lips and started speaking. "Attention citizens of Ba Sing Se. I have an important announcement to make. Moments ago, the Earth Queen was killed by the hands of revolutionaries, including myself. I'm not going to tell you my name, because my identity is not important." He paused for a moment. In homes across the city, people stared at their radios with disbelief.

"I'm not here to take over the Earth Kingdom. I think you've had enough of leaders telling you what to do. It's time for you to find your own path. No longer will you be oppressed by tyrants. From now on, you are free. I deliver Ba Sing Se be into the hands of the people!"

Outside in the courtyard, Ghazan punched the ground in front of the wall, melting it to lava and after a few moments, caused it to collapse. A loud cheer echoed as the stones fell, and in moments hundreds of people were streaming through the opening. The palace guards ran to intercept them, but realized it was futile, and soon many of them had dropped their weapons and turned to looting with the crowd.

Zaheer and Ming-Hua walked out as looters and rioters streamed into the palace. After a moment, they saw Ghazan and linked up. "Now, the largest nation has been freed, we have only a few more to accomplish our task."

Ghazan and Ming-Hua nodded and the trio turned towards the hole in the wall and made their way out. As individuals from the lower levels poured in, it was much easier to blend in, and after a few moments, you couldn't tell the Red Lotus from the crowd.

**Hope you enjoyed this chapter. It was pretty easy to write the end, because a lot of it is straight from Season 3 of the Legend of Korra, but some of the wording was switched up and obviously P'Li is no longer there cause she got capped by and ODST. **

**Korra's change of heart at the beginning of the chapter had a little to do with having just seen so much violence. When you think of it, that was the first protracted gun fight she had seen where people are killing one another in a very violent way. I think as the Avatar, she would be trying to find a solution that didn't involve six more men dying, even though it would have been easy for the Avatar, a Spartan III, and two ODST's to kill them all. **

**I want to update more often, but it's difficult balancing everything out. On a side note, I got a 78 on my Calc 3 test (That is a good thing) and a 99 on my Statics, so studying is paying off. **


End file.
